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LTHOUGH there are ſeveral ſong books, 


2 ſome of which are rather more adapted for 
2 amuſement than others, yet, no editor of a 

ong book has fo far devoted his time to your fer- 3 
vice, as to furniſh this moſt pleaſing recreation 
for your leiſure hours, Novels, Magazines, and 


other periodical publications have been addreſs d 


and dedicated to you, but this has lain unnoticed, 


though it has been long wanted. The immodeſty 


and immorality with which moſt ſong books 
| abound, make it the greateſt affront to offer them 


to the moſt delicate of the ſex. There are few, 


but what;contain indecencies improper to put into 
tze hands of ladies, and many too glaring to be 
even countenanced by the men. In this ſituation 


are moſt ſong books which are now extant; to 
ſupply this defect, the editor has undertaken to 


—Ppubliſh this for your leiſure and amuſement, and 


0 
wy 


(2) 


to extirpate thoſe ſongs which inflame the mind 
and hurt the morals of young Jadies, to.make it * 

a chearful companion that no lady may be aſhamed 

of, and to be à promoter of a happy and innocent | 
amuſement, no pains has been ſpared to make 
| this as compleat a ſong book as any extant, in 
favourite ſong to the preſent time has 


which every 
deen 1 collected. 


I am with the higheſt eſteem, 


Vour moſt devoted and obedient ſervant, | 


g | ; 


The EDITOR. \ 
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Reeve be, my tears, my dear. 
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Away to the woodland, away e 
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Ir World, . my dear Myra, is full of Decgit, : 
| T And Friendſhi 's a Jewel we ſeldom can meets 7 
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Ho range does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This Source of Content is ſo rare to be found? . 
O, Friendſhip! thou Balm, and rich Sweetner of Life; 
Kind Parent of Eaſe and Compoſer of Strife; > 4 
Without thee, alas! what are Riches and PoWw fr. 
Zat empty Deluſion, the Joys of an Hour? I 


Ho much to be points and efteem'd is a Friend, » 

On whom we may always with Safety depend??ꝰ 4 
Our Joys, when extended, will always 1ageaſt,. . 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will E 
+ Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip face, 175 
Vet change but the proſpeR, and T7 out diſteefs, - - 
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SONG I. e 
Sung by Miſs James, in Vauxhall Gardens. 3.01 


O fly, like bird, from grove to oe, 
To wander like . e A 
To fip of ſweets, and taſte of love, ? 
+ Is not enough for me: 
No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt ; 
I wiſh the place to find, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 


P my 


One ſhepherd to my mind. 
8 Wok os FE Ed 
* Nor try on all my pow'r; 1 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, F 


In toyings for an hour: 
11 would not reign the general toaſt, 


Be prais'd by all the tooẽ nn; 5 | 
: A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 112+ - 2M 
. PH hear but only one. 5 > 1 Je 
For which of all the fatvring train, 6 
Woo ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, l 875 1 £2. 
| When youth's gay charms are in the Wane, 2 
Will court their ſure decline? . 
ben fops and wits, and beaaxs forbear, 
© Your arts will never do; 
For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon —_ 
My little heart ſhall love a home, 7 0 i 
A warm and ſhelter'd neſt; 5 
. No giddy flights ſhall make me roam : 
4 From whence | am moſk bleſt: Pm - 
/ : 
: 


T4% 


With bw and only that dear ſwain, 
What tranquil joys I ſee! 

Farewell, ye falſe, inconſtant train! 
For one is all to me. 


8 0 NG 10. 

A CANTA TA. 
Sang by Signora Giordina. 
= Recirarive. 

[  OVELY virgins in your prime, 
Mark the filent flight of time, 
Fortunes gifts ſnou'd ſhe diſcloſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ſhe beſtows ; - 


Bloom and beauty ſoon decay, 
Love and * fly ſwift away. 


Alx. 
Let not age thy bloom enſnare, 
- You can find no pleaſure there; 
- Tranſient j Joys you'll ſeek in vain, 
Joys that ne'er return again. 
Ev*ry minute then improve, 
.  Fleeting are thoſe joys of love; 
Wiſely think the young and gay, 
But the tenants of a day. «1 


8 O N G OTE 
The LitLY of the Varte., 


Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh, 


HE fragrant Lilly of the Vale 
So elegantly fair, 
: | Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale 
To Chloe 1 — 


B 2 


vow l 


h on earth it lowly grows, 
n * 
Its ſweetneſs far out-vies the roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes its hue 
To many a gaudy ſtain ; 


| Ta this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain : 

| W how the curious floriſt's hand 

A prears its humble bead; 

E plants it to his bed. 


1 There white 3 it ſheds its * around, 
Ho ſhines each modeſt 
 Enraptur'd how its owner ms 
To view its lovely face: | 
Dot pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
1 inference of my tale ; 

2 T be. 7 the Vale. 


. $ON G v. 
4 — Song in the Oratorio of Ivo ir- 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


"2 7 AIN is beauty's gaudy flower, 
Page ant of an idle hour; , 
Born 3 and fade; 
Nor lefs weak, leſs vain than it, 
Is the * of human wit; 
The ſhadow of a d Race, 


"=o [4-0 


SONG 


* 


1 
SONG VI. 
der by Mr. Worgan. 
IT E fair who ſhine thro” Rricaix's Iſle, 


And triumph o'er the heart ; 
For once attentive be a- while 

To what I now impart. 

Would you obtain the yoath you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 

And learn the way to keep him. 


r * 
5 0 N t. . n years, . 3 . 
And Jabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty*s force appears; 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the s breaſt; 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
e h wiſhing to be bleſt; 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, . 
With prudence lure the happy boy, 
that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play 

Aſſume a modeſt pride; > 

And, left your tongue your mind betray, 
| In fewer —1 con ſide. * 


0 7 „ 


1} 
; 
: 


8-0-3 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 


By giddy chat, will find too late 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 


That bane to all the ſex; 


Nor let the arts of dear Spadiile 


Your innocence perplex. 


Be always decent as a bride ; 


By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 
To make thoſe joys forever laſt, 

Of jealouſy beware ; 
His love with kind compliance meet; 


Let conſtancy the work compleat, 


And ä be ſure to keep him. 


8 ON G VII. 
COLIN*s COMPLAINT, 


A BaLLad 1 THE Axcrpr SryLs. 5 


' New ſet Dr. Arne. 


 ESPAIRING befide a clear fiream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 

And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head: 

The wind that blew over the plain 

T'o his fighs with a ſigh did reply, 


: And the brook, in return to his pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


* 4 


Alas! 


* 


191 


„Alas! ſilly ſwain that I was, 


« Thas ſadly complaining he cry'd, 


bt when firſt I beheld that fair face, 


T'were better by far I had dy'd; 


She talk'd, and | bleſs'd the dear tongue, 


When ſhe ſmil'd *twas a pleaſure tao great; 


I liften'd and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 


Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet ; 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown ; 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine folks of the town: 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would: prove ; 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


What tho? I have ſkill to complain, 


Tho? the Muſes my temples have crown'd; 


| What tho? when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 


The virgins fit weeping around: 
Ah Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign; . 


Thy fair one mclines to a ſwain, 


Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray d, 


Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 


Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 


If thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 


"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
Twas her's to be falſe, and to change, 
| e ming to be conſtant and die. 

B 4 | 


E A jn the Downs the fleet was moor d. 


ben black-ey's Suſan came on board, 
t Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 


Wihiam was high upon the yard, 

; Rock'd by the billows to and fro ; 

+ Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

| He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below ; 
The cord flies ſwifily thro? his ing bands, 


The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 


I my ſweet William fails among your crew? 


And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands, 
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With buckles of the pureſt 
A belt of ſtraw with Ivy 


For thy delight each May morning: 
If theſe delights thy mind —— — 


Then live * me and be my love: 4 ö 


E By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 


( us J c 
.. $Q.NG.XxV- = PAY 


A on ang; : 
OME, live with me, and be my love, $6 42 


And we will all the pleaſures _ _- 

That bills and vallies, dales and "— 2 44 
And all the craggy mountain yields: . 54 — : 
There will we fit upon the | - 12: 
And ſee the ſhepherds 3s feed 4 ir 1 0 4T I 


Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls | A 
Melodious birds ſing Madrigals.” (+, +» . 
There will I make See dr” 4 
With a thouſand fragrant es, deen eee 
A cap of flowers, with a gird ie 
Embroider all with leaves of myrtle ; 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, «i 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, SM 


Come live with me and be my love. 
Far-lined ſlipper for the cold, 


And coral claſps, and ver finds: wore 1340 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and b. 


8 o NG XVI. 
A ſong in Tamerlane, 5 


0 thee, O gentle ſleep, alone 
Is owing all our peace; 


By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


11 


8 


betete what new fur 
las yet a laurel left in ſtore? | 

e this dleſt iſle they ſteer; 

Yooe the Parnaſian choir was bes: d, 

. virtue s ſacred form appear u, 
1 


The Sur — 
* Mr. Shenftone.. | 


| And if the deign thy 
I. ad if the praiſe 
3 Tell her, is HY 
a roves 
And aſk the lovel rom df yr 
What are his noies compar? . 


| Then bid her treat you witleſs-beay, 
And all your flaunting race with bora; 
And lend an ear to Damon 's woe, 


Who fag: ber praiſe, and ings be. 
n 

7. 8 Y L VI a”. 

By David Garrick, £4. 


Tr truth can fix thy wav heart, 
Let Damon urge bis clin. 


He feels the paſſion void of art, 
„5 


1 1 


b Tho fighing ſwains their tarments tell, 4 

| Theis ſenſual love contema ;' =» 
They only prize the beauteous. ſhell: 

But flight the inward gem. 


| tos cures the wounded. Sy 
3 Deſtroys the tranfient 3 - * 
But when the mind receives the dart, 
* whets defize. 


| 37 see beauty will decay, 
uh Your mind improves wit ears; 
4 As when che blooms fade way, 4 


-\ Theripiniog 9 


ad bleſs the fatute Beer, 
ee eee 


422 


1 1 2 Mr. Sbenſtöne. 

; - = 21 Mr. Banvifier, 54 
Wg ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 
| Can blame me for dropping a . 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 


4 Since Phezbe no longer is nere? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray. 


; Her hand they were wont to obey. 
She ral'd both the how — the ſwain, 


\ 4” y 


4 | 1 Hears ad Spin gre my fit, ; 1 


What wonder, ſince ſhe's from the plain? 1 


Can 


TE 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d | ” 
To the foot of yon neighbourin hill, | 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſu | 
Or the river that rans by the mill ? | 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, „ 
And heard the fond ſtories told, | = 
How ſweet was the thruſ from the ſpray, +2 
Or the bleating of lambs from ; IE jj 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm. =” = 
Which before had been hid from: wy view Þ "3 
Re wo 
| My ; to va | 
How long the fired Sand would lat. 
Till the hours of retiremen 7 TE at 
What pleafares and. 25 had $0 75 5 
| Wholongelt had 16's, and who war 


Noſ changes of place, or of time EY 5 N 2 
1 «Fl oli pre 3 e de wn 5 
Alike was each weather and chme, wn „ 
Each ſeaſon that theequer'd the year ' | 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 2 
Did we melt an the boſom of May? q Pay 6 * * Y 
Each morn broaght cantetitment-and ON 3 


\ * * 


11 we rofe ap to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes.could aſk, A 
She had all the kind Gods could i Ls "i 
She was nature's moſt beagrifal taſk, 44. 


223 


The deſpair and the envy of art; 
There all that was worthy'to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſs d, 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, in 
And the virtues e in . 


e s 


9 ap — ** 
* 
WM» 


11 


*  $ONG XxX. 

— | #Pavsrorat. 

banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 

Whoſe murmar invites one to ſleep ; 
| ſhaded with trees, F "WM 


_—_— 


and the valleys as gay, | 

1 _—_ 898388 

1 And the . | 

s The ſwains ny. manners compare, 

1 Bot their love is not equal to mine, 
18 at cheir love is not equal to mine. 


$ONG | 


SONG XXI. 


LEST as the immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee. 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. | 
5 So ſpake the lovely 1 e 
Like thine ſcraphic were der charms | 
That in Circa 
And bleſt the wiſeſt 


„. 


A thouſand pairs of hi deſert _ 
Strove to inehant t anions bing, = 
But the Circaſſian gain'd. his heart, 
RES taughe the royal bard to ng. 
_ Clarinda — — pires, 
And claims ooch and fot lays; 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 


Words fm wo ew to GaoT ber raiſe, |; 

* Wer mind, in every grace compleat, 

S To paint, ſurpaſſes human kill; T 

Her majeſty mixt with the ſweet; 
Let ſeraphs fing her if they will. 

| Whil& wand'ring with a ravidh'd eye, a 
We all that's perſect in her vier.. 

Viewing a ſiſter of the f&y, .- 
Ts whom an lands due. 


_—_— OPT 


1 22 J 


SONG XXI0. 


SE if von damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
| ; _ the ambient air. 

each ſhEpherd that you meet 
If dear Suſanna's fair. r 


will the vulture quit his \ 
and And warble thro” the pre? 
© Bid wanton linnets quit the ſp 
Then doubt thy ſhepher 4 


ro ſpoils of war let heroes hare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine, 

ve bards unenvied laurels wear; 

Be fair n mine. 


* 


7 * 

_— 
* 
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CRIES. | o N 6 XXIV. 
FHEN gh new are all bare not a leaf to be 
cen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loft; 


ben all nature diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
| And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt; 


| 
0 


When the t, inactive, ſtands ſhiv ring with cold, | 


| FAs bleak the winds northerly blow, 
© And the innocent flock runs for ſhelter to fold, 
& With their fleeces all cover'd with ſaow. 


N the yard when fin cattle are foddered with n 

d dd forth their breath like a team ; | 

When the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 

Flakes of 1 ice which ſhe finds on her cream, 1 
. 1 en 


ba rr , a 


e 
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| 1* 23 1 F : 
When the blythe country lafs, as freſh avs roſe," - 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, Otten ſlides; 8 - > 


And the ruſtick laughs aloud, if in falling te hem 
Thoſe charms which her modeſty 1 


4 1. my 
When the lads and the laſſes for company ved, 
In a crowd round the embers they ſat, 


Talk of winches and faivies, that ride on the wind, * * 
And of ghofls till they areall 1 in a ſweat; 4 


Fl 
4 5 ." 
b | 


_— 


When he bj 1 ths reve cou er Gl 


* 


Gr ſilently ſit on the ſpray; 5 1 5 


And the poor timid hare, in vain ſeeks the wood, : i 
For faithleſs * 5 1 7 


3 44 i 

2 83 grant in that e nen be le 4 
With the girl that I love and admire, - © © *£; 

When the ificles hang to the eve of my cot. V's , 0% 

I may thither in ſafety retir em: 


1 


— — br 4 af nds 


{ Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free fo dere. 
We may live in each other ſecure, 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, —.— ey 4 
But thoſe which each other eas cure. | ++ 41 CR 

| a +4. A > 12 4 
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15 Sung by Me. NHatſon a Ranch: 1 


AR ſwceter thas the tidwthben boss 1 1 

Whboſe fragindce ſueds à rich Nan 3. „ 5k, 1 
And all the"meadowe FI; 4 18 3 99 534 * + 1 
Much fairer than the Jy blows $65 00008 g 0 


More lovely than che bN Ang roſe. 30 23344 147 oaP - 
| 1s Patty ef ine milf, © 0416091 Ota rad nt | 
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And ore the . her praiſes bats ſangz 
begux 1 eir court to her eyes, 
GE os, the tor gle, bebeld with forpeine. 
= Yet toall who in praifing her charms did excel 


I Cos, was lovely, was witty, and young, 


And the true flame of love found to glom in his breaſt, | 
Yet bis paſion | 


A roach'd and with modeſty ſpoke, 
Tab anſwer to all was, Indeed very well. 


amidſt her admirers preſt, 
Wia awe he 
5 1 calyx joke 
Denials 


* 
* 
5 
* 


|. Methioks ſhe mi ght like to retire 


— 4 | 


' Denials provok'd 8 


| She thought, of her lovers overs he id all eee, 


And I thought, but it might not be ſo, 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bid me adieu, 
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ways, 64 
Nor barely to kneel and to-utter ber praiſes \ 2 


He boldly embrac'd the 2 mph in n 
And if 0 her. and ol 247 with her char; 


But anſwer'd 3 as yet, very well. -- Lb I 
As the faintly repuls'd him, the ſain 2 wore Þ 


That ſoon the conſented to have and to hold ; "A A 
At Hymen's bright altar receiv'd her fair hand. 
Attended by Cupids, a choice little band! 
Her face ſweetly ſmiling; ſhe dares now to tell. 
2 Lyſander Ke ker ays indeed very well. 2 


'* 4. Wan 


$0 N G- XXVIL. _ - _ 
E by Dr. Arne. | 3 2 | : 7 | 3 


1 . 2 £1 * 7 1 
The Wards 5 Mr. Shenſtone, x 


HEN N fore'd from dear Hebe to Yo, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart ! 


She was ſorry to ſee me — FS, ö 2 3 
My pach I could ſcarcely diſcern ; | 2 5 3 
I thought ſhe had = me return. . ME 3 
To the 2 I had labour'd to rear . 


For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haſted and „* it — 


3 
: * > "I 


L 26 1 


; Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys 
3 So moch I her accents — 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever the ſays, 
3 Ta fore fill io love her the more... 


© And now, &'re T baſle to the plain, 5.4 ent 
| C ſhepherds, and tell of her ways 3 
=” Who would fing me a ſong in her praiſe. 
| While be fings may the maids of the town 

4 Come flocking, and liſten the while ; 

on him let once frown, 

The' I cannet allow her to fmile.. 


I to ſee when my cha goes by, 
Some hermit out of his cell, 

Hos he thinks of E with a 6gh : 
Ho fondly he Aces her well! 1 
On him ſhe may ſmile.if e pleaſe, In 
$ It will warm the cool boſom of age; 3 | 1 
= Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


E I've tele from no flowerets that grow, 

4 To deck the dear charms L _ 
For what can a bloſſom beftow, . 
4 So ſweet, ſo delightful as love ? 

| I fog in a ruſtical way, $79 res 
| 'A ſhepherd, and one of che bag; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay: 

20, * and ** my 


| 
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Song by Mr. Pope. 
APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
4} Content to breath his native air — 
* | In his own ground. 
} Whoke herds with milk, Dr 
: Wheſe flocks ſupply him with attire, . 
F Whole trees in ſummer ield him ſhade, 
B me In w ter fire. 


1 | Bleſt, who can unconcern'd}y find 


3 Hours, days, and years ſlide ſoft 1. 
4 ; In health of body, peace of mind, ; 


+ ES 
- Sound deep by night, ſtudy and eaſe , 1 i by: 


Together mix'd, ' ſweet recreation 
3 \ And innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 


. With meditation. 

Thus let me live 8 unknown, 9 
} Thos unlamented let me die, 3 * L 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone Ps. 

e telf where Ilie. * 
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All: in honour of Er 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 


© ade za 
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3 Damon, thou | haſ btn =y 
thy ye abe ba 
1-1-5 ES ee 
Take, ok! Damon, while I live | | 
| All wich vir onghto gi. 
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2 My the proye ＋ 
1 Not n's ower, 
Not — he god's eto rove, 
- a 
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7 
5. i 
| | 
bo 
= 
7 


| 
8 
1 
T 
T 
A 
E 
A 
A 


ls not by. 


42 = 2. 


AA * da a{q 


| ; - * TS 
44 £7; ww 1.4445 4 FS@S&t% 774% + 


| 
2 
» 
* 
* 


| wy: 2 Kc. 


So joyful my heart is, fo — my chain, 


1 How pleaſing the ſport is ! —the'wanton ones fee,” 
SJ 


— mg! un 
ner wanted wile at. " 3 
By the banks with poplars crown'd, on 

Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flutes melodious found, > (SEE 


Can delight Florella's ear - | * 
Ik her Damon is not near. 3 „„ 


Born. 


Let us hs and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon . | A 
Baniſh-care, and let us give 2: * 2 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, - ; 4: (7-1 2 
Liſten to the voice * love. 


LY 4+ 5 
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5 $0NG XXX... 

2 1 | Set by Mr. Boyer. | 
| The Words by Mr. =: Ee 

OW bleſt has wy time been! —_— 


known 
Since wedlock's. ſoft 


55 ; 


Cry doe ard 


That freedom is taſteleſs and roving a, pain. * I 4 
That freedom 1s taſteleſs and roving a pain. 42 e 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines as often we fray; 1 | 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play; xz 4 N 


And Ln their looks from-my leber and me. | 4 4 2 
C3 


181 


per oft times I am ſeen 

In revels all day with the nymphs of the green 
Tho? painful my abſcence, my doubts ſhe begui 
And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles. 
And meets, &c. 


What tho” on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, : 
Her caſe and good humour bloom all the year through: 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, F 
ö And gives to her mind what he ſteals from 0 
And gives, &c. 


Ye ſhepherds ſo 
Apd cheat with 


E To try her ſweet tem 


wy, as mobs leve to > 48 
lſe vows the two eredulous wy 1 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you 
| To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home; 
* hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 


SONG XXXI. N 
OME, come, y good ſhepherds, « our focks we 


mult ſhear; 

| In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
ppieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free ; 
"And who are ſo guileleſs, fo happy as we? o\_7 


| We harbour do paſſions by luxury taught: 
| We practiſe no arts with hypecriſy fraught: . | 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
'N For, kuowiog n fallebood, we need no diſgaiſe. | 


Zy mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

F But we all the children of nature are bred: 

By her hands alone we are painted and dref, 
I For break roſes will bloom when * e in 1 
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The giavt, Ambition, we never cas dend; 
Our roofs are too low for ſo loſty a head; 


Content and ſweet chearfulneſs wait at our door; 


4 
5 
* 
9 
A 
© 
of 


They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed wich he poor. ; 


When love has poſſeſs'd as, that love we reveal ; 
Like the flocks that we ſee are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs ana ſimple we and we play, 
And leave to fine . to deceive ind y. 


SONG XXXII. 


[ 


HE nymph Al tories ak chanted as day, Þ 
_— fweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in 4 


W on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother 's of love: 
Tho* mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that hos 
And receives gentle odours from flowery beds; 

Yet warm. in affeftion as Pherdes at nodv, 

And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon. 
Her mind was unſally'd as new falling faow, - 
And as lively as tints from young His bis bow ; 
As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 


She, tho“ witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful good. 


The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She cull'd, as the bee does, the bloom of each flow's, 
Which, treaſur d for me, O! how happy was I! 

For tho her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 


SONG. xxXII. 


O more ye ſwains no more upbraid, 
A 3 by love unhappy — 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 
To ſooth my care, or eaſe my — 


C4 


Bo 
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Nor ade of trees var fea of Bowers, Ea 
Can c'er redeem my ba | 


Wen eaſe forſakes the torrur'd mind, | Lo 
— | 1 2 
Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee. a 

& Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and frees 

© Go try to. move the cruel fair, 1 
And gain the ſcornful Czlia's ear: | 


Bac oh! forbear with too much art, 
[Led ral my rar you prove, © : 4 
| rivals to my tears you prove, 8 

a 
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Sea by Mis See, r 


_—_ — hug IO 
The Tan young e "IE pipes. on the 


WS -- 5 a 
malic" then decdinm res amb, 4. o& 
And. I'd often + eg when: rg. deteck ax — 
IE Suſan, Oe, - : 


| . Valentine's 4 to our 


og eh | * * eee 


49 1 
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And ſent me two lamb-ſkins to witneſs his flame; 
Oh! take theſe he cry'd,. thou more fair than their 
ö fleece, > : 
I could hardly y 4 no, tho! aſham d to ſay es. 
I could 9 C RT EE 


— ac 2 im , 


W N 


L. 


Ke d. 3 4orle 


(t 37 Þ 

Soon after one morn 22 
He preſs'd my band a 

his love: 

Then tenderly ak d, 3f-1'd 


grad biz aki; r 


I deiign'd > have Gates DSS RG | 


 TIdebgn'd, &c. 1 N „and 9105 1 5 222 


24; 181 07 + TT 1 * *. 
heart. PRE in bie 


Ye gods, he cryſch Chloe will row make me blet z f 


Balz 
While at this, with delight, Ria 
breaſt, 


Come, lets to the chureb and ſhace conjn 


gab-bliſs, 7 
To prevent being teaz'd,, Is n 3 * 


To prevent being 2 be. . „ © 
irn mT: + 


I ne'er was fo happy an.fiace Ema wife; | 1 : 


&* 


my counſel in this, 


Then take ye young damſele 


Lou mult all die old maids if you will not ſay yes. k 


Ton „„ 93 * 


' 4 3 A g 
'$ 0 N © XXXV. X 
we „lte ier ase "a Fei 
L o v K TY E 1 4 an 2 
Ser by. My . = 1 Me” % : 
Faker lanthe, faithlefs EY .Y 


Source of all my grief and pain 9 3 4 4 


Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 
And fan'd loves kindling flame ; 

Vet gave from me thy hand this morn,. 4 
To Corydon's rich heirs 42 * 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn, _ 

T hee falſe yet beauteous fair, 


c5 


, wo! ua N ye 25 ot 53% . 


. 5 
it t 9 1 


x 7 


1 


i Ades, my native ſoil, - ye vales, - 
- High woods and tafrod bills, 3 


i Adieu, ye 
Ades, yourin into ny mind. 
| Thoſe ag ins wp wind ” 
| When Iphis 5 and Janthe kind, 
A his ways.” 
| In > hoppe thee wala herd ney Gn, a 
That time and abſence may efface, 


That aid ſhe here dens: 
Her image from my breaſt; 


= Can never taſte of _ 


tense XXXVI. 


ME, ye party jangling ſwains, | 


Friends to count 
1 Nothing here 


„or to court, 
* your ſport. 


| Cnonvs. 


one | 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


= Which, while to thive — ets 


Leave your — and quit the plains; 


| Berg by Mr Love, Mrs. Vincent, Miſe Collet, and 
: Miſs Davis, at Marybone Gardens. 
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Al the ing ſun can bring, 3 
Beauteous ſummer, bezateous ſpring. 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, | 
The green, — the bad, W. 
Ever welcome, &c 
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* Corum. 
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Mik Darts. | 


jeſting, maſks Ain 

Wine inſpiring, — N 

Rage with party-malice dies, 

Peace returns, and diſeord lies. - 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, PF 
Welcome eu * . gueſt. 
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ELCOME, nn Ve | 
; | Harbiogers of birds and flowers, MM 
Farewell balls and maſquerades, 
Welcome grots and cooling ſhades : 
; Blooming May approaches near, 
The lowing of the herds we hear; 
The flatt'ring lambs around us bleat, 
While daizies ſpring beneath our ſeet. 
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| Birds are perch'd i in ev'ry ſpray, - 
þ Warbling notes to praiſe the day; 

A thouſand herbs their fragrance yield, 
And cowſlips cover all the, feld. 

© Sure tis time that now we flee: 
Lotidon from thy ſmoak and thee: 

© Welcome joys more and true, 


% 


= Content inſpir'd each rural 
be birds i in livelier concert ung. 


Tue grapes in fuller cluſters h 
Alt — as joy could never „ 


Among the ſweets of Arno le. 
But ines the good Palemon dy 'd, 


Now Arno's ſons moſt all | place 
"To northern men, an iron race: 
The taſte of pleaſure now is 0 der; 

E Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 


L The muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Le the eu one's vo} | 


bs 


& The chief of ſhepherds, 2 3 their TL : s 25 i 5 


n Lucinda, firſt we came, , . .:. - 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream ; 


Nos briſk the nymphs, the rains bow gay! 
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As once I ſat beneath: A ſhade, 


Refide a purling rl: 1 %% bY 
8 ſhou'd my 10 olitude invade, | 4419 Vis ond 4 
But Strephox of the hill 7 Ay ny 1,3. 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſaatch faarch'd a kiſs, 
For nothing „ ſure,: is done amiſe e 
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serer of the Hi. 4 
See by Dr. — 
ET others Damon's Praiſe 5 


Or Golix's at their will; + AXE F 

I mean to ing, in ruſtic verſe, abs: od 1947 oy E WM 
Young Strephor of 1 CITIES Ide Ins ml 
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I cou'd not take it Ul 5 + 4 bh hit 
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Conſent, O lovely makdl ne cry'd, W -— 
Nor aim thy ſwainta kill: -— : ..-+. 45 


Conſent this * to be the bride Wy” 
Of Strephon of the bill. e 5 


Obſerve the doves on r foray, 8 =—_ 
See how they fit and bill 
So ſweet your ou ſhall paſs away ; 


With Strepbon of the * 
We u went to church wich hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill! - oj 
May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, £ 
With Srrepbon of the bill. 1 OS. - _ 
; SONG. 
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Ser by Mr. Baildon, 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


TTEND, ye nymphs, while Ii impart 


| LA The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 
| tell what ſwain, if one there be, 
{Whom fate defigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 5 


et honour all his action guide; 


Stedfafſt in virtue let him be, a 


The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


ti 1 bs * * . N 71 4 4+ at 


WLet folid ſenſe inform his ads tis 1 1 2. 


With pure good-nature ———— 
Hare friend to modeſt merit be... 


de ſwain 2 1 love and me. 
Where ſorrow prompts the penfive kb, 


hence grief bedews the WI e. | 


elting in ſympathy | fee, 
* ſwain defign*d for love and me. 


t ſordid av rice n no part 
2 his tender, gen'rous — 


'C 2 be that heart from falſehood * 
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f I figh with j joy, that thou may'ſt ſee, 
I 2 in all—with thee, 


| When truth conveys the- tender tale, 
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4 4 favourite Search Rowpnay: | = | 
| Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel,” at Vauxhall 64 "69 
| Set by Mr. Hoek. 14] 


7E nymphs tis. true to Colin's train | >a 6 

L ve often liſten d iv the gore, eee 
And can you þ blame me that a ſwain "ey eee e 
Like Colin ſhould engage ay love.” } 0413 ang 


Alas! could I my heart ſecure, 

Unleſs to worth · aud merit bind? 
Ah! ſay tou'd you yourſelves endure, | 
To flight a ſwain ſo true and kind. 


And honour breathes the hepherd's 0. 'L 


q 
* * 
& 5 
* 
4 . 
« 
133 
* 


Love o'er difcretion will prevail, 205 TOR A 
663 anne e " 
evict 34 zul Tt me 
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The Words by 2a E ** * 1 
| Ws, on my Colin? 8 Phan | as ES. 1 
Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 


* panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats; 
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SONG XL 
Set bz Mr. Baildon. 


| Sung at Vauxhall. 


 TTEND, ye nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 


| Whom fate deſigns for love and me, 1 \ 
Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, | 
Let honour all his actions guide; A 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, | | | 
The ſwain * for love and — 1 
Let ſolid ſenſe a his I Y . | ; 
With pure good-nature ſweetly join'd; 3 | FN 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be. | 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. = 1 
| 
Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, KY 


Whence grief bedews the drooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy J ſec, | 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av'rice * no part | 
Within his tender, gen'rous heart; — 

Oh! be that heart from falſehood {ree, 1 
Deroted all to love and ine. 5 


SONG {| 


1 1 


SONG XII. 
4 favourite Scotch Roxpeav.,” 
Sung ” Mrs. Weiſchel, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


= * nymphs 'tis true to Colin's ſtrain 


I've often liſtenꝰd in the grove, 
And can you blame me that a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love. 


Alas! could I my heart ſecure, 


Unleſs to worth and merit blind; 
Ah! ſay cou'd you yourſelves endure, _ 
To ſlight a ſwain ſo true and kind. 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 


And honour breathes the ſhepherd's ghz 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail, "+. 
To ſhun ts power in vain we try, £3 


8 0 N G XxLII. 
The Words by a Lady of Quality. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


WW Hil LST on my Colin's knee ft, | 
Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 


My panting heart true meaſore beats, 
And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats; 

| fgh with joy, that thou may'lt ſee, 
I ſv PRIOR | in all—with ace, 
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No matter how the ice was broke, 


Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke; 
Who only barter love for love, 


© The niceneſs of the paſſion prove: 
> For oft in gratitude we give, 
And ſometimes generouſly receive. 


Loevell'd bs love, let neither try, 
To fix ſuperiority; 


Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, 


of whether you or l lovgbeſt, 


Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 


[ But} Jars the ſound of ICP. 


SONG XIII. 
RA 1 1 E M 1 1. 
Set by Mr. Bartiſhill. | 


IARE WELL, the Gecko town, a 
Each rude and ſenſual joy; 

Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 

Thar in — cloy. 


Far from the. garniſh'd ſcene n fly, 


Where folly keeps her court, 
To wholeſome, ſound philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſ pare. 


1 How bappy is the humble cell, 


How bleſt tne deep retreat, 
Where lorrow's billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſſion's tempeſis beat! 
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Earthly ſweets abounding, 
Leafy woods ſurrounding, 


Hark, how ſoftly roving 3535 ü 
Lon m ule wooing, > © = 


(41 
But fafely thro? the ſea of life, 
Calm reaſon wafts us o'er, 


Free from ambition, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
* death's eternal * 


SON G XLIV. ' 
By Dr. Arne. 


F bythe faireſt, 
Daphne come my deareſt! 


See the opening ſpring invites! | 


Call us forth to new — 


Suk to charm the female dove! 3 


£ 
Pak 
neſs feignin wi RE ; "KM ö - 
rts.diſdainin 0 E 
WII pers thus— 


—[ love——l love. ; * | 


Warm'd by her example, 
Give my dear, a ſample, 
Of my heavenly joys in view! 


That lov'd form reſigning, 


Show a heart inclining, 
To be kind and true. 
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& 4 Favourite Air, ſung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
q ED Set by Mr. Worgan. 5 5 | 


WIEN chilling winter hies away, 
* I Flora, re- aſſume my reign ; 
Bore on the wings of balmy May, 
I come to paii:c the woods and plain. 
Ambrofial ſweet I have in ſtore, 
The cowſlip, violet, roſe, appear; 
The nymphs and ſwains my power adore, 
And wiſh my preſence all the year; 
Earich'd by me the grateful throng, 
All dreſs'd with flow'rs and garlands gay, 
With feſtive pipe, and dance, and ſons; 
Now keep their much-lov'd Flora's day. 


s O0 NG XLVI. 


A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vaux- 
hall. Set by Mr, Worgan. 


A N ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flower 
To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r; 
Tho? ſports on each plain the young ſhepherds prepare, 
To me they're unpleaſing if Feckey's not there. 
— Y - Any . 


Let 
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A favourite Seng. Set 5 Mr. Barthelemon, — 
Jung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


ENTLE Damon ceaſe to woo me, 

'Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 

Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 

Nor can change my conſtant heart, 
Young Philander's generous paſſion 
| Taught me firſt ſoft inclination 3 

= Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion 
| Make me act a treacherous part. 
| Gentle Damon ceaſe, &c. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this complaining, 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining ; 
Let bright honour, once more reigning, 
To your ſoul its rays impart. 
Gentle Damon ceaſe, &c. 


SONG. LI. 
1 Set by Dr. * 
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4 'USH, ye birds, your amorous tales, 
Purling rills in filence move! 

Seftly breathe, ye gentle gales, 

Leſt.ye wake my flumb'ring love. 


O the joy beyond expreſſion, 
That inchanting form to own! 
Then to hear the ſoft confeſſion 

That her heart is mine alone. 
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FIL OR A. 


Mr. 8 


HEN chilling winter bies . = 
I Flora, — my reign; 3 


v 


I come to paint the woods ard plata,” 

' Ambrofial ſweet I have in ftore, 

The cowſlip, violet, roſe, appear; 

© The nymphs and ſwains my power * 
And wiſh my 2 all the year; _ 

+ Facrich'd by me the grateful — * 
ST dreſs'd with bud os rs and 
Wi feſtive pipe, and , — 
1 * their mach-lov'd Fri d. 


* 5 
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FF . $0NG XL VI. 


5 


Mr. 3 


* ſpring newly 3 invites ev 1 flower 


To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r; 


To me they're un pleaſing of JT s not _ 
| The", ſports, xc, | 


Ls ris &+, E Miſs Jaweſon, of Vauxhall, / 


© Bore on the wings of — r \_#1 


q 4 by Mrs. Weichſel, at Ver. j 
Ln Kt; 


Tho? ſports on each plain the young ſhepherds prepares ; 
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ENTLE — woo me, 


n. | 
G Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 2 


Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 


WV, Young Philander's geoorons kene "Mo _ wo q 
— me firſt ſoft — — 1 r 
Never ſhall your fly perſuaſion 


Make me act a treacherous _ 
Geatle Damon ceaſe, cc. _ 


1 Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this nals, 
Zach perfidious arts difdainingz - 


Let bright honour; once more reigning, ; 


To your ſoul its rays impart. 


Gentle Damon ceaſe, &. ') + 7 n 
SONG UI. 7 


x . * Dr. Arne. 
5 
Hus, ye r amorous ae, | 
9 Purkng: — lence move 
3 Seftly — ye gentle gales, 
Leſt ye wake myflunbriag love. g 


re, © o the j joy beyond on, 


That inchaating form to own ! 
I Then to hear the ſoft confeſſion TEE 
Let # That her heart is mine alone. 
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| Nor can change my confine heart. * 145 — 7 4 0 
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By SONG Lu. 4 
4 d by Mr, Hook. * 
34 2 . 3 C 
'H 128 n is er bleſſing, 
How infipid all our joys, | 
Life how little worth poſſeſfing, —— "Sa 
— 7% -. > ab 57 
1 the pureft, -nobleſt pleaſ ; ©) 
© That on earth — a 
Addin th to ev*ry treaſure, 81 
1 Taking pain from ev'ry woe. 12 3 
$ON G Li, 1 1 
Set & Mr. Bach. | 1 
mis ſhady bleſt retweat 
I've been wiſhin 


fi my dear 3 
— tiving or my 6 8 „ 
Tell the lovely — near. 


'2 eis the” ſweet bewitching ſmain, „ | 
; True to love's appointed hour; | ' 
4 peace nom ſmile again? 
Love I own thy mighty power. R 
" $0NG Lv. 


—_ was the morn, cool was the air, 


Serene was all the ſky, 
hen on the waves I | my Gear, - | | 
The center of my jo . — 
Heaven and nature 22. were, | 
And nothing ſad but I. 


| Eack | 


Cuydnus ſwell'd o'er his gn with pride, 
As much i in love as he. 


© "| Bear all my ſighs, ye gentle winds, 


© | Pl vifit oft the birken buſh, 


FR 


zach 


1 


| Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 


= 


Each river god roſe from bis bed ; 


| Glide en, ye wayere, bear thele nes; 


Tell her, if e er ſhe proves onkind, 


1 is, 


4 


Curling their waves, they deck'd their heads, 


5 th aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 


- 


9 ] 


Each roſy field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore ; 


And figh'd and own'd her 


pow'r ;. 
nn | wo 
So when the fair Egyprian ; 1 0 ; 


Her hero went to 


* 


And tell her how diſtreſs'd: 
And waft them to her breaſt; By 


=M never ſhall have reſt 


ON G LV. . 4 1 
Set by Mr. Howard: 


T ſetting day and 4 morn, 
Wich ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 


With all that can improve thee : 
Where firſt you kindly told me 


Whilſ round thou didſt enfold me, 


e ( 


E 


a * 
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To all our haunts thou didft repair, 
Dy wood, ſhade, or fountain, 
Or where the ſammer's day I'd ſhare ; 
Wich you upon the mountain: f 
> There will | tell the trees and flowers, _ 
2 —— thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
Dy vows your re mine, my love is > | _ 
= ena] — 


. A. CanTar a. | 
See by Dr. Arne. 
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AE feſtive board was met, the ſocial AY 
, : Nound fam'd 88 took their ſilent ſtand; 
2 * ons (began the ſage) be this the rule; ; 
No brow auſtere muſt dart approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within, 
= 2 care, begone ! here ſadneſs is a fin. 


1 


= Tell not me the joys that wait | | — 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great, _ 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe ; ; 


Cares ſurround the rich and 1 : iy 

The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, | 
And us, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone; 


neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
5 — to the fools I hate. 
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Twas but an artful trick td prove | . + Nj * 1 
The matchleſs force of Fensy's love. * 2 


But *twas at her 

If Damon calt a jealous eye, 

Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, wk 
+ » Neglefted, ſcatter'd oer the lawn ; ED 


= 32 
But let love, let life be mine, 


Bring me women, bring me wine. 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay: 
- Gaylylet the minates fly, 
In wit and freedom, love and joy : 
So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine: 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


5 SONG LV. 
„ by Dr. 4. 
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Wer meaas that tender ſigh, my dear?! 
Why filent drops that eryſtal tear? _— 
What jealous fears diſturb. thy breaſt, 
Where love and peace delights to reſt? 
What tho my Fockey has been ſeen 

With Melly ſporting on the green, 


*Tis true a noſegay I had dreſt 
To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 
go Bf. , : 


But in thy fragrant boſom lies 
A ſweet purfume that never dies. 


40 
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s o Lvi. 
4 , c. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


f Wuorr buy a heart, Myrtila cries, 

L And throws about her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, 

- A face, like Hebe's fair ; 

> A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 

Aud foil the di'mond's piercing light? 
Dome hither, ye that lodffzo prove 

© The ſanl-enchanting +- &oq 3 
Come, quickly come, b fer dh 
- Buys — bids the moſt dhe -— fy 
But let no ſordid vreteh 


a graceful air, 
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80 No vn. e 
Ie » Dr. Arne. 


N \OVE's a gen 'rous pale 
Source of F aft ſabl An, 


hich, with mutual — 
1 — * in one unites. 


_ 


2 


1 


9 What are titles 

| 4 d wi 8 
which now bewitches, 

Th lhe we ny Ate 5 


F Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
» But a chaſte and — 


- Is a glorious emulation, 1 =O : 
By the 2 ſtate _— 3 | 
5 SON 0 LVII. 4 
. 4— Cantata. 2 , 
2M Set 5 Dr. hens. - 4s . 
. 8 5 | 1 x 
i v — wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 125 
-# My firm reſolves ts move; 
. My heart, x for may feel the pain, 
N But ſeorns the guilt of love. 
L = 85 Ricirarivz. 5 "OR 
Perſidious too like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown: 
Ahl can'ſtthoy ſeek to the breaſt, 
„ That pants . 
1 is Ars. „ | 
* = No—for a thooght ſo meanly baſe, 3 
* Ungrateful thou ſhale find, :» 32A 
| The heart that could admire thy face, | 2. LY 
5 Can hate thee for we mind, 
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SONG LX. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
ATR Hab I left with a cautious deſign 


| in wine; 
L Trry'dic, but found when I came to depart 
The wine in =y head, and ſtill love in my heart, 


: I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 


E Who paus'd on my caſe and each circumſtance | 


| weigh'd, 
4 Then gravely — d,- in return to my pray r. 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was — | 


That's a truth, reply d I, I've no need to de tau ghr, - 
I I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

I that's all, quoth reaſon, return-as you came, 
To find fault with Habe would forfeit my name. 


W What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darts through each hrobbing 


. - vein? 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd i in her favour took arms, 
4 Aud reafon confirms me a flave to her charms, 


C0 NG IX. 
The Modeſt Queſtion. | 


AN love be controubd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree? HOES 
O Melly who' d ever be wiſe, 8 

If madneſs is loving of thee: 


To eſcape from her charms, and dba them 


Let me ſeize on old time as he flies, 
And the bleſhags of life while they laft. 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 

Too late may repent being coy. 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay. 
| Till our beſt blood begins to ron cold! 


That each night they went ſafely o reſt, 


Bat, ah! what a ſcene mult appear, 


Shall the tabor, the tabor, no more ſtrike the ear, 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led, 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 


E 53 1 


Let aol fages — to deſpiſe, 
The joys they want ſpivits to taſte ? 


Dull wiſdom but adds to car cares, 


Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 7 


Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We _y 9 time tO you * 


$0NG IXI. 
Io E124. 
See by Dr. Ame. 


V fond ſhepherds of late were ſo ble. 1 
Their fair nymphs were ſ& happy and 75 4 


And they merrily ſang thro' the day: 


* FR 
+ 


Maſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be der; 


Shall the dance on „ 


Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad; 
And the * be all moor'd in-cach-road: 


„ 

Hat the arts be all ſeatter d around, 

And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide; 

Moſt religion, religion, expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide. 


SONG 1x0. 
Sung in Comus, 


WW oULD you taſte then noon-tide air, 
| To yon fragrant bow'r repair 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 

þ The mantling vine will ſhelter vou. 

The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 

ö 8 ſide a fountain flows, 

© Twmklng, murm'riog, as it goew 
| Lightly So the moſſy ground, 

” Lightly v'er the moſſy ground, 

- Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round, 

Soltry Phoebus ſcorching round, 


| Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er — hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the 7 and Roſe, 

The fair does all alone repoſe; 

The fair does all alone repoſe: 

All alone; yet in her arms 

| Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 

| Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone; n 

The joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG 


—_ 
F 


What has night to do with ſleep 2 


Night has better — to prove. 


_ Fire's for ever on the wing. 


[ 5s 1 


SONG LXIl 
In the ſame, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y dim pled brook and frnmenia brim, 
The — nymphs deck'd with daiftes trim; 


Their merry (merry) wakes and — 


Ry 


_ [IF 


Venus now wakes, and wakeay love; - 4 " 
Come let us our rites begin, | 
Tis only day-light that makes fin. 
SONG LXIV. 
Desrro. Sung in the ane. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, | 
We follow ſweet variety; 
By turns we drink, and dance, and lor. 


; Why ſhould niggard rules controul, 


Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ; 


No dull ſtinting hour we own, 


Pleaſure courts dart alone. 


4 80 


1 56 } 
$ONG xv. 
In the fame. 
| Sung by Mr. Beard. 


. OW Pbhebus finketh in the weſt, 
i Welcome ſong and welcome Joſt 1 4 
& Midnighe ſhouts and revelry, 
& Tipſy dance and jollity. . 
WBraid your locks _ roſy wine, 
d ppping odours, dropping wine. 
Braid your locks, & e. 


| „ e 0 bed, 4 
And advice, with ſcrupulous head ; 
rid age and ſour ſeverity, 


With their grave ſaws in {lumber be, 


12 
. 
1 
| 


SONG LXVI. 


N 


b. the gay circling glad, 
We can ſee how-minutes pas: ;- 
Wy the hollow cak are | quiinge: 3; 

Wow che waning night grows old, 
| ow the waning hight grows old! 
4 


2, too ſoon ! the buſy day, 1 

Drives us from our ſports and play, 
What have we with day to do, 

bas of care *twas made for you, 

us of cure was made for you. 


Sung by the ſame in the Jane. 


With their grave ſaws in lumber lie. 


SONG 


„%% 
SONG LXVIL 


| Sung by the ſame in the ſame. I 
. by Dr. Ame. . 


LY ſwiftly ye minutes, U un Comus receive, * * 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give 3 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield-the raptures uf love. + 4 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Tow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain; 

. The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave, 
Lore and wing gives — 
„ 


so NG LXVIIL. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, | 
Ser by Dr. y 


WEET ER ſweeteſt nymph, that nen 921 
| Within thy airy cell, 

Ry ſlow Meander's margin green, 

And 1a the violet-embroider'd vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightin | 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 25 
Canſt thou not tell me * a gentle pair, 

That likeſt thy Narciſſus are. 


D 5 


M 


Y Mind not what old dotards ſay; 
Atze bas bad bis ſhare of play; 

© But love's ſports begin to-day. 
From the fruits of ſweet delight, 
Let no ſcare-crow virtue fright. 


1 Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


1 2 1 


O! if you have 
Hid them in ſome flow ry cave; 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere : 
So may ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 


$ONG LXIX. 


Sg by Mre. Pinto, Miſs Poitier, and Mr. Beard. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


uk. and "RE enjoy the fair; 
B.niſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 


Here in pleaſures vineyards we 
Rove like birds, from tree to tree; 


$ONG LXX. 


ö „ borne et Tn the ſame. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks. 


OME come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing landers, words and wars, 


TT RN 


* * 


—— 


| | And give reſounding grace to all Heaven's harmonies, 


In : 
4 


. wi oat. 


1 1 


© 8 
In my prefence will appear; . 
| Love and — * — & — * 
Sighs to am "rous 3 | 
Pulſes beating, 1 — « 
ZBoſoms with warm wiſhes panting, — 
ies. Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting = 
Are the only tumults here, _ 
— | All the woes you need to ſe r; ee 
* 4 Love and — reign — 
| : | yo 8 rr nn 
mY SONG LXXI. pi 
: 'OR on beds of fading flow'rs, 2 Y 
= Shedding ſoon their 7 gaudy prides | 87 
Nor with ſwains in.  Sern how "rs, PD 
Wil true pleaſure þ us relide, 061445: 3 % 
On awful — $ hill ſgblime, a 
Enchroned fits th? immortal fair; i - 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; ._ | 
' The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: Ks. 
> So from the Geſt did Jove ordain, 1 2 
a | ternal big for crankicnt pain, | 
| | $0NG LXXIL x 
Ser by Dr. Arne. ** * 
"URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs, f 
that e er gave ſhepherd glee; 


Not May-day in its morning 


Is half fo fair as he: | | 


x & 1 


Let poet's paint their Paphian queen, 
And — forms adore; 


Ye bards! had you my Sally fen, 
3 — WITd : 


No more you'd prate of Hybla's hills, 
+ Where bees their honey gp; 


On Sally's love · taught Ji 

But oh ! take heed ye — Grains! 

| The bright temgtatjon ſhun: 
Or elſe like me, yon H wear ber chains, 
NO me you'll be aundone! 


| Once in my cbt deb's l flept, [ Os 
And lark-like hail'd the _— 
| More ſportive than the kid IR 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 
To ev'ry maid love-talrs leid, 
„ And did n truth aver; 
Vet ere the parting kiſs was We a 
I laugh'd at love and * 


| Bot now the 8 grove 1 ſeek, 
| Where love-lormn ſhepherd's ſtray ; 
There to the winds my griefs 1 ſpeak, 
| And ſigh my ſoul away; 
2 but deſpair my fancy paints, 

o dawn of hope I ſee; 
But Sa ly's pleas'd at wy complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
Sa late my only care; 
Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not where: 


" 


* 


you but know the ſweets chat dwell, * 


as nt att r 


Ne 


1 


e Ord 


* W 


Alas! 


1 
— 
2 

* 
1 
CY 
i 


—_— CC. 4000 „e 


1 6 ] 
Alas! my ewes ! in vain you bleat, 
My lambkins loft; alien! | 


No more we on the plain ſhall meet, 
| You've loſt your ſhepherd too. 


$0NG IX. 
Tas YriLow " D Lapis, Oy. 


N April, when primroſes paint the boost plain, ; 
1 And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
he vellow-hair'd laddie * often times go, 


To wild and * * whees e the hawthary trew 


| ates 


: % | 


There under the M of an old n phorn, N 
With freedom he ſung his rant ogy war morn z I 


Hie ſang with ſo ſoft and inchant 
That lrans and fairies, unſeen, 3 


The ſhepherd thus z. tho? young Molly be fair, 
Her beauty is 112 „ ſcorntul air; n 


But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 
Her breath like the breezes, perſum d in * f 


T bat Melh, i in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, | 
And fair as the goddeſs that {prong from the ſea, 


That mamma's fine da 


ughter wich all her great dow'r, 


Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour; 
Then 2. he wiſhed, would parents agree, 


The witty, weet Suſie, his miſtreſs * be. 
SO N G 


( 


t 6 1 


„% % u. 
THROUGH Tur WOOP Lapprs. 
Sag by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


. 
—— S e - ith. at A 1 2 


4 +0 


Of"; „why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn, £1 


Thy preſence could caſe me, 
Wen naithing can pleaſe me! 
Now dowie | figh on the banks of the bourn, 
Or through the wood: laddie, until thou return. 


While Pav'rocks are finging, 
x And primrofes ſpringing, 5 
| Yet —— them pleafes mine eye or mine ear, 
When through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 
| Pm faſh'd wi? their ſcorning, 
_  Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi a knell, 
> When throug the wood, laddie, I wander myſel.. 


Then 42 my dear Sandy no longer away. 
2 But quick as an arrow, | 
Haſte hence to thy marrow, 
| Who's bring i in languor till that happy day, 


When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing and | 


play. 


SONG 


| Tho” woods now are bonny and mornings are * . 


— gt 44 ths $0 A 


CMS WES FARES 


„ „ th AW 


1 ' 2 * 1. | a £ 1 & $5» 2 F * 


nd 


eh act 


. 
9 PP ett th lth - ith. at A Sat. a 


b 


5 


A vit without ſenſe, without fancy a bean, 


In courage & hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 


As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog, 


Vet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ftraw, 


Ws youth mature to RE — 


From vein to vein love's light'ning flew, 


_ 
SONG LXXV. 
Sung in the Raynnat. 


ROM - np whom I love, ere lar 
ul 


| Ir deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 14 


And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw, 


Like a parrot he chatters, and — like crow; +43 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboonz _ } 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fox,” 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 


In miſchief an ape, and in — _ 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather ; * 


He will ſure take a hint from the pifture I draw. 
SONG LXXVI. 
Love and Arrzeriox. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauzhall. 
Ser by Mr. Yeates. 


Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 


With pleaog, painful ſmart: 


[ 64 1 


My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth' d the ſoft dejection; 


| The melting eye, the — lo look, 


Prov'd love and ſweet 


| Unus'd to ants which win the "XY 
What could a ſhepherd do; 
8 
r | 
r maid,. Y + 

d ſhe'd no objection; YN 

| To call while round her lamblcins play's,} 
| Of love and ſweet affeQion. 


4 bloſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck d, 
q A bluſh devoid of guile; 

& And what from me, can you 
s She anſwer'd with a ſmile; | 
2. How many nymphs have been 3 
Through want of calm reflection; 
40 Then don't wy peace of mind invade, — 
; 6 With love and ſweet aflection. * 10 


r 


| 15 maid, I par”) miſtruſt me not, 
2 In nediack bands let's join ; 
My kids, my kine, my herd, my cot, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine : 
To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 1 1 
Win love 2nd feet fettes. 


„„ 
es! 


SONG 


63 ] 


$0NG LXXVI. 


* * Miſs Dawſon, at the Grotto Gardens. 
Set E Mr. Bates. 


Y father and mother forever they chide, 
Becauſe I young Colin approve, _ 
Tho! witty and manly, they can't him abide, 
But I'm alone guided by love. 4 
My father, I warrant, when at Colin's age, 
No doubt, but purſe'd the ſame plan ; 
My mother, tis certain, took care to 
5 At once to make ſure of her man. 


| : And why ſheuld not I the maxim purſue, | 
I wonder ſhe angry ſhould be, 
| When I in my turn, the ſame thing but do, 
As ſhe has long ** before me. 
I candidly own, when e'er the youth's by 
Pve all I can wiſh in my view; 


Nor will I. like other coy maids, piſh and fye, 
The duce ſhall take me if do, 


© 


— 0 _ & Fog 


——— * 


\ Cool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow = un 
Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, D 
As Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, * 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 
And though he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his — 
Or faithleſs as others, might prove, 
It would not my mind by half ſo perplex, 5 
j But Fnowing none elſe worth my love. 1 


1 5 
That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten, 
The licence he ſoon will procure ; | 
Perhaps you will ſay well, and prithee what then, 


b I wed him, my dears, to be ſure. | 
SONG LXXVIL. TT. 
Sa by Miſs Dawſon, at the Grotto Gardens. = 
Set by Mr. Bates. | 


M: mother olh eden me, _ tells me, my deat 
: men's you will never give ear; 
hey re ox as foxes, their ends to pro. 

Be careful, my child, how you liften to men. 

+ Lord love her dear heart, to be ſure it was kind, 

© JI did my endeavours her precepts to mind; 
And to bear her advice of gravely have fat, 

Tho? it fighifies nothing, no matter for that. 


© Yet ſtill he kept teazing and pleguing me fo, 
And 1 ſt —— I'd not TS bs go; 
gave my conſent her opinin to win, £8 
But what are love promiſes ? Not worth a pin. 

It chanced that one day, both my mamma and me, 
Were aſk'd to a friend's, both to dine and drink tea, 
There with a young fellow I fell into chat, 1 
Indeed he was handſome, no. matter for that. 


— ran! e 


No ſdoner got home, how my mother did rave, 
And read me ſuch inſtances, moral and grave, 
Of. men's many perjuries, adding, ſhe thought _ 
I let my eyes wander much more than I ought 1 


ae 


ge 


His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain, 


[ 6 ] 
And ved, I thought, on the int ſomewhat hos, 
But 4 morals 2 it fgnifies not. 


I love the ſweet fellow, L'Il have him, that's flat, 


Mamma, ſhe may preach, but no matter for that. 


SONG LXXIX. 


The Got rasen to CHLOE. 
| Recirariva. | 


o Hindel's pleaking notes as Chloe ſang 
The 4 — eavenly liberty: 
* Bi 


tle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
h ardour panced to be free, 


Yet &'re he flies, tanes forth this parting frain. 
2 Als. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather i in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chess warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, fince by thee 
I firſt was taught feweet liberty. 
Soon as the welcome ſprin hall chear, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 
TI dell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 


. ay ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 


And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth feveet liberty. 
Waſte not on me a uſeleſs care, 


Thatkind concera let Colas have, WY i 


1 66 1 
ht are my ſorrows, flight my ills, 
To ok which t Tesa. feels; 


= kept in h 
BW Yer e nx for rey. 


s ONO 1 

4 faveurite Ro v. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall 
Ser by Signor Giordina. 


LATT'RING — the mind deceiving, 
Eaſy faith t n cheatz 

oman fond, and all-believing, 

Lore and hugs the dear deceit. | 


Empty ſhow of pomp and 988 
| Cupid's trick to catch the fair; 
Lovely maids too oft bewitches. 
Plattery is the beanty's ſnare, 
cnn the mind, c. 


SONG LXXXT. 
© SK is not how ela 
| A All che cares of life defy ;. 
ow I baffle human woes ; ; 
Woman, woman, woman Kons. 


You may live and. laugh, as I;, 
You like me may cares defy; 
All the pangs that heart endores : 
Woman, woman, woman Cures. 


» 


1 


0 


1 3 
Feats of arms and drunken joys 4 74 
J have pleaſure more divine, | 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 


Raptures more than folly know, 1 0 oy I 
More than fortune can beſtow: ; 


Flowing bowls and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, women, woman yields. 


Aſk me not of woman's.arts, 

Broken vows and faithleſs hearts; 

Tell the wietch, who pines and grieves 
Woman, woman, woman lives. 


All delights the heart. e can know, 
| More than folly can beſtow; 
Wealth of worlds and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman * 5 


8s ON G LXXXI. 


3 
Sen by Dr. Boyce. * 
HEN the nymphs were contendiog for a } 
and fame I 


Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim, 
And to crowa the high tranſports dear conqueſt 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at roared 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad cafe; 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet face; 4 

| Her vermillion is chang'd to a dull ſettled 1 3 
And all the ke gay graces of, Ear * 
3 Take 


* 1 


| 5 0-0 I 
nr 
For 8 pf nom am, 


Is now more engaging fince 
Than when he ul thepetion of ace. | 


| Taftead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to . # 
8 ide of her life; = -þ 


Tho ar for a toaſt, ſhe's form'd for a wife. 
poll'd for a toaſt, &c. | 


SONG LXXXIII. | 

A Canara. imme by Sir Richard Steele. 

| Set by Dr. Arne. 

Sung at Ranelagh, | 

Recitarive. 
:  Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
1 TITS ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
F gth the wo wine — ; 
3 Aix. 


| "Vouckſafe, O pow'r, thy healio * 
Teach me to the cruel mai 

Thy j Jaices take the lover's part, 

2 'Flaſh his wan looks and chear ks heart, 


- Rxcir ATIVE. | 


; Sls Bunker ns the. lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply'd. 


1 
Ain 


Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
Aud quaff his ſneaking form away, 
With dauntleſs mein approach the fair 
* way to 2 is to dare. 


4 * 8 Riera. 54 3 1 

The ſwain purſa'd the god's advice, 2 

The nymph was now no longer nice. 
| A I Ro | | 


She ſmil'd, * ſpoke the ſex's mind _ =, 


When you grow daring we 
Men to themſelves are moſt _ 


And make us tyrants by their fear. 


| Danes hee. £ Diabgue, 


Sh Dr. Arne. 
Hs. 


1 Dos Biete, no longer my paſſion deſpiſe, 
Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beantiful eyes; 


„Nor arm thus, &c. 


"Thy _ not diſdains, but moſt charming would 
If once they were ſoftened with ſmiles and with love. 


4 
LES 


I'm.) 
Sn nv. 


While I with a ſmile can each ſhepherd 8 
. 


— 


COPE 


Tho pow'r, my dear, be to deities giv'n, 

Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n ; 

Yet generous, &c, 

Oh then be that pity extended to me, 

I'll kneel and acknowledge ne goddeſs bat thee. 


Pl — c. 


F Suppoſe to your ſuit I ſhould lifien awhile, 
And only for -< the s ſake grant you a ſmile. 
And only, &c. 


Hs. 

| ſtop not at that, but your kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle pity be — to — 

And _ Kc. 


Well then, faithful 3 my heart, 


And; if it . 
— it, Se. 


H x. 


U | 
For grant me but part, and n ſoon Heat the reſt, _ 
For grant, &.. 


d., 1 


Born 


Take heed ye fair maids, and with caution believe; 


May heaven ſtill guard ps — reward 


171 1 


BorTu. 


For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive. 
For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive. 
When once the leaſt part the fly urchin has gain'd 
D * ne er be at eaſe till the whole is odtain'd. 


SONG LXXXV. 
Set to Mui E A. Fiſher. | 
Sung by Miſs Camper, at Vauxhall. p 
HE lowland lads think they are fine, , 
| But O they're vain, and idly gaudy g., 
How much anlike the graceful mein, 3 
And manly looks of my highland laddie. 


O my bonney highland laddie, 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; 


The lowland laſs and ber highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 3 8 
To be the wealthieſt lowland lady, a 

I'd take young Donald in his trews, 
With bonnet blue and ann. 


my A 


No greater joy In e' er r pretend. 
Tan that his love prove true and ſte 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end. 


23 Wh * preſerves my rr e HO 
| © my bogney, Kc. 


1 SO oN 


K 74 1 


8. Oo N G xxx. ks 
The Lirrue 9 ; 


3 OD 4 — U[UOO . — 
CY 


Lang by Miſs 0 Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


HO” till _ young, and "I fifteen, 
8 Vet ſweethearts I have plenty, 
And if more forward I had been, 
F. E're this they had been twenty. 
| Like buzzing flies, or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover round me; 
I bruſh away thoſe humming things ; ; 
They have no power to wound me. 


3 ſurely am not much to blame 
To ſport with one and t'other, 
My lovers raiſe no red*ning ſhame, 
'Tis playing with one's brother. 
I like to hear what each can ſay, 
To ſee what they'd be doiug, © 
R N | 
I'm fartheſt of my ruin. 35 


: What though in crowds 1 oafs the day, 
And all my Joy is teazing; 
To one alone I'd not be gay, 5 1 
Leſt one ſhould be too pleaſing: „ 
They fondly flutter here and there, „ 
And take each idle ſtation; 
only catch my eye and ear, N 
Dat raiſe no 9 


| 
, 
* 
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For truſi me I'm in ſaſety ſtill, 


hen 


L 751 
Then welcome Harry, Tom and Phill, 
Your numbers wont alarm me, x 


Tis only one can harm-me. 


Tben to this jolly nymph be kind, 


Coquetting's but a ſeaſon ; 


When older grown, to one reſign d. 


Pl yur to love and reaſon, 


SONG LXXXVII. 


7 HEN Flra decks the * n 
In elegant array, 


And ſcatters all her op'ning flowers 
To compliment the May. . 


With glowing j joy my boſom beats, | 


I gaze delighted round, 


| And wiſh to ſee the various ſy: 


Ins one rich noſegay bound. 


"Tis granced, and their bloom decay'd, 
To bleſs my wandering view, 

I ſee them all, my beauteous maid, 
I ſee them all in you. 


$0 N G LXXXVII. 


The WinTER of Lips. A Paſtoral Song, 
N ſpring, my dear ſhepherds, your gardens ard. 


gay, 
ey breathe all their ſweets in the ſunſhine of May, 
Thel flow'reſt will droop when December draws nean, 


The winter of- life is like that of the year. 
S 3 - 


The 


- Arr 
J - 


— — 6 . Ah. Gd he GE UBct | Ulf its bas 


* 


F : * the og aa 040 and be deaf . to the 


The lark and the linnets, that chant o'er the plains, 


"The froſt of old age wilttoo-quic 
The winter 1 life i is * that of the * 


0 Tho- filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 


But when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, . 


All, all are in love while the fammer remains; 
Their ſweethearts in autaing no lon ger- are dear, 
The winter of life is Ile _ og the year. 


Tue ſeaſon for love is when you's in its primes | 


Ye lads and ye lafſes mike uſe bf 2 time; = 
appear; 


— 1 
. 8 N 


2. 


ſwain, 


Who in tranſports of paſſion ies to complain, | 


For his rage, not his love, in his phrenzy is ſhown, 


And the blaſt that blows loudeſt f is ſoon over-blown. | 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has peirc'd tothe bear, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in thy ſmart, 


Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt woe 
Like the ſmooth gliding current of river will flow. 


And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs, 


His tale is ſo tender, he cooes like a dove. 


4 = 
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| 8. to Muſic by A. Fiſher. ; * ö 
Sung by Mio Cowper. | 
N vain 1 ſeek to calm, to reſt, | | 7 
The heart that flatters iu my breaſts - | 
| my ſoul with ſears oppreſt, 473 
y 1 Yet know not whence they flow : =Y 
How anxious is the lover's fate, _ BY 
i Ten thouſand fone tix lex his But * 
Fond hopes of future | 
the | Nut certain Preſent woe. 
u. - $ONG XCE : 
art, Lung at Ranelagh. ” 
: | Set by Mr. Berg. ware Bees 5 | 
A O Midſummer's morning, when natute eder 


„ Tbe birds full of i ſong, and the flocks full of lay, 

When each ſeem' d to anſwer the ſmiles from a 4 i 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love: 

| My mother cried Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 

If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you vil. 2 


N G{ The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me no doubt, 


1 
by 


A woman, alas! would be nothing without. . 
3 I wenk 
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| =O to the mill withopt any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words | determia'd to lay ; 
But when [ came near it I found it lock fill, | 
. Bleſs my lars now, cry'd I. huff them rarely I will. 
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The miller to market that inſtant was gone, 
The work it was left to the rare of his ſon; 

Now, though I can ſcold well as any one can, 1 
I thought twould be wrong to ſcold the young man, 


Roc + Ate ts oa. -.. 


1 muß have my corn ground, I muſt and I will. 


—— 2. 3 „ 


[ "BM maid, cry'd the youth, the fault is not mine, 


— Bn - 


There's no one more in pleaſing the fair, 
The mill ſhall go merrily "abs I declare, 

- But hark bow the birds ſing, and ſee how they bil, 

EE 


My corn being ae. 1 tow'rd home bent wy way, 
He whiſper'd Red ſomething of moment to ſay ; 
SV to hand me along the green mead, | 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed and indeed ; 2 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me till, 

3 a fince that time Pve lik'd bim, and like him Iwill. 


Si often ſay mother, the * 2 PI huff, 

| She laughs and cries ir), ay, plague him enough; ; 
And ſcarce a day paſſes, . Bi by her deſire, ” 1 
'T get a (ly kiſs from the youth I admire. 
Tf ne he-wiſhes, his with I'll fulfill, 


_—_— — —T— — — — _—— 


I faid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill, * 


No corn in the town bart ſooner than thine; 2 


\ Yew. v td > nit. »BrY WYW,..l 
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And VII anſwer, O yes, with a hearty good will. = | 


SONG | 
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n 
* 


May read in thee how ſmall à part . 4 FEM 


Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd. 


s Oo N xeit. 
Set by De. Arne. a 
| Ne Wards taken from Waller. . 
0 lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her die, | * 4 


| That now ſhe ti I reſemble her to we, 


How ſweec and fair ſie ſeems to be. 


on” young and ans to have her gracty 
ſpy? : 
That badftth thou ſprung in n no men abide. 2 


Small is the worth of beauty from the light rethe'd, 


© Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſir d, 
And nor bluſh ſo to be dat d. 


4 


Then die, that ſhe the common fate of al things rare, : 


That art ſo wond'rous ſweet and fair. 


s Oo NG XC. 
E by Mr. Dibdin. 


* fas; eve, a5 1 fair 


ſat ſpi pinning in the ſhade, * 
While * ſey-larks ſhook the air 
In 5 o'er her head. 


E 4 \ In | 


| In tender cooes the igeons woo'd, 
(Love's impulſe all muſt. feel) 


And turn'd her ſpi 


«« $0 life by time is {pi 
| «© And as runs round wm my. 
* * world taris vg 


_ * 


10 Duits 
* N | 


ad. heel 


| 46 From me let men at 
* This home-ſpun ! 
% Not mind what other p 
% Bat eat the bread tf 


rn —— —— 


4 If none were fed, * | 
xr But what deſerv'd a 5 
Some ladies then, as aud 
| 23 & Maſt turn the ina 


Tro rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tt 
Thus ſung her witleſs racks, þ 
es o'er the lawn limp'd gan 
And brought home Mas l 


— „ „ DAS 


. 


EBliche Nancy, at the bonny news, | 
| Wes ſer her ſpianivg wheel. 


Come, cries the Jame, % Nancy herk 
« Away throw rock and reel ny 


She ſung, but ſtill hey work porſu'd, | 
| ing wheel, 


mn, 8 
do, 


19 
* 
£ _ 
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N 0 
d be Fs 
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SONG XcIV. 


See Dr. Arne. 


ME Roſalind, Oh ! n ſee 
cr hat pleaſures are in ſtate far thee ; 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gay't beauties wear. 
| The fields their gay'ſt beauties wear. 


The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 


+ Now warble out their ſongs of live 3 7 . 


Now warble out their ſongs of love; 


| | For thee they fing, and raſes _—_ 
And Colin thee invites to ce. 


i And Colin thee 1 invites to core... | 


Come Ro/alind and Colin joins, 3 
My tender flocks and all ate bine; 5 

If love, and Roſalind be ner, 

"Tis May and pleaſure all the year ; 

"Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain! 
Can'ft thou my love or gifts diſdain [ 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away; 
For Colin calls, then-baſie away. 


| 7 IE 


1 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
..& by Mr. Potter. 


F 
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SONG XCV. | : 
1 

1 


7H x, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 

Or longer wait your wiſh'd return : 

O quickly come, and bring with thee | ] 
Glad joy to all, but love to me. | | 


No more the tenants of the e i - 
In concert tune their tales of —_ | | 
And nature ceaſes to be gray 4 

= When e'er my 22 away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 

| But haſte te meet your conſtant maid : 
O quickly come, and. bring with thee 
= Glad joy to all, but love to me. 


SONG XCVI.. 
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Lung at Ranelagh. | 

b A LEXIS, a ſhepherd, ycung, conſtant and kind, 
A Has oſten declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 
Tthink he's fancere, and he will not deceive, | 

ut they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe. 


' He 


TIER RR CK , r TL CT CS A 46% - 
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Bur, alas! after all my reſearches were made, 


+ 8: J 


He brought me this roſe that you ſes i in my breaff, 
He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt; 
I could not do leſs than the favour receive, 


Ad he thinks it now ſweeter I really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you, 


How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view; * 
*Twould fade, if not Pluck d. as your ſenſe muſt con- 


ceive, 
I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks be attends, if they ſtray from the * 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain; | 
Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour III give; 8 
And I ne er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 
And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve: 


Then he ſwears that he loves, which [ — believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 


But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


SONG XCVI. 
| Lou 18 Vain. | 
N purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that had 


ſtray'd. 
"Obs morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 


I 2 chat my labour was Vain. 


K 


E 1 
At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
I refolv'd to return back again; 


It was uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 

| And love her I could not refrain; 
o ſolicit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But Phoebe I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain; 
She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 

| Young Colin, * labour s in vain. 


Then 1 eagerly claſp'd * * cloſe t to my wo. 
And kiſs'd her and kiſs'd her again; 


Colin, the cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall flilt be in vain. 


3 by eatrenties, by kiſſes and vows, 
en padben ſhe took on my pain; 


2 now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
80 no ne Labour! in vain. 


FA 


SON G xc UI | 


V ALENTINE's DaY. 
Set by Dr. Arne, | 
7 HEN blaſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 


Aud dew drops glilten'd on the thorn; 
When ſkylarks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 


To bail the God of light and heat: 


* 


Philander 


— TNT.” ee.” 
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No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful 


[ 8% J ; 


Philander from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped; 0 
Crying Awake, iweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft love that bal my ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes; 


Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 


She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Ph@bus into Thetis lap; 
And near forgot that his deſign, 


Was but to be her Valentine. 
She ſtarting cry'd—T am undone; . 


Philander, charming youth, begone! 


Far this time, to your vow, ſincere 


Make virtue, not your love appear: 


(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe) 


To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be wy faithful Valentine. 0 0 


The brutal paſſion ſadden fled, NONE 


Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead; 


| And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 


To join two virtuous hearts in one 


_ Their beauteous offspring foon did prove, 


The ſweet effects of mutual love: © 
And from that hour to life's decline, 


She bleſs d the day of Valentine. 


” 
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\ $ONG XCIX. | 
Tur 81115125 
E 5 Dr. Arne. 


Ly SEEK my the pherd, gone aftray, 
I He left our cot the other day; 
> Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel through your plains ; 
CL Oh! whither, whither mull I roam, 
To find and charm the wand yer home. 


Sports he upon the ſhaven g 
Or joys he in the mountain ſtene; 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
EG he foi: the Se? | 
+ Oh! teach a wreiched nymph the way, 
To find her lover gone 2 


. To paint, ye maids, my trannt "WY 
CA manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair, 
And when he talks, tis heaven to hear: 
> But oh! the ſoothing — 
To liſten 18 to be * 1 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall 33 bis flame, - 
To me the perjur d ſwore the fame: 
Too fondly loving to be wife, 
I gaye my heart an eaſy prize; 
And when he tun'd his Syren voice, 


Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


Bux 
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But d now he ſhuns the kiſs, 3 
He counted once his greateſt bliſs; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions barn, 
And pant and die for his return: 
Oh! whither,. whither ſhall I rove, 

: — to find my frayiog love. 


p 

4 

* 

; . 


1 80 ©. 
Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel, at Vauxhall, 
Ser by Mr. Bach. 


H! aka ſhould love with eyrant ſway, 
| Oppreſs each youthful . 
Hoſt all his rigid laws, obey, 

And feel his pointed — 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the flaviſh chain ; 5 
' The potent God diſdains it all, 
4 And triumphs in our pain. 


BR 
The InviTaTIONn. 
| Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 
VOME, Colin, pride of rural 8 . 
O come and bleſs thy native plains ; 


The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
* ſongſters 2 12 wood. ; 


Dome Colin haſte, O haſte away, 


Tour ſmiles will make the village gay; = NY 
When you return, the vernal breeze, | 1 
Will wake the bads and fan the trees. 

Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
be meadows laugh, the linnets fing — 4 
Tour eyes our joyleſs hearts can chear, * 
JO haſte! and make us happy here. | 


| = FH HY N 8 0 N 8 en. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, ; 
ETyElieve my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won; 


Believe my vows to you fincere, 
Or, Peggy, Pm undone. 


You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ry face that's new, 22 
Of all the girls I ever, ſaw, 

I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


34 
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My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye; = 
And then it kindled in a trice, DO 
A flame that ne'er can die. 


Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's tre 

Of all the girls | ever faw, | 

I ne'er lov'd one like you. 


SONG 
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4 Ane. = 
| | Set by Signior Gan. 1 : 
4 VN HEN gra r e gracefol maid, - 8 


| Ah! me, what meant my throdbing best. 
; Say ſoft confuſion, art thou love! | 
"—""W love 1 then farewell rſt. 


| With gentle makes aſſwage the pain, - 4 2 
| Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt EY * 

And though you may not love again, S738, 

= pity, ab! forbear to hate. 


— 


L 42 X Jonnn , if 
HERE's my * ſo blyth and clever, | 
Why d'ye leave me all in forrow? 
i Three whole days are gone for ever, 
| Since you ſaid you'd come to- morrow. 
| If you lov'd but half as I do, — 
You'd been here with looks ſo _ B 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 5 "1 
| Not for ling * lazy — | 


1190 1 

What can he be now a doing; 

Is he with the laſſes maying ? 
He had better been hers woaing, - 
Than with others fondly playing: 
Tell me truly where he's roving, | 
That I may no longer forrow;, e 
If he's weary grown of loving, 1 4 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow. 


„„ ES. $$: 
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Does ſome fav'rite rival M thee, * we} 
Let her be the happy creature; 6 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, | 
Nor giſpute. with her a feature: 

& But I can't, nor will not tarry, _— 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow w; 

may loſe the time to marry, _ | 
If I wait beyond to-morrow. "55 tet 


Think not ſhepherd, thus to brave me, | 
| If Pm yours, then ſtay ao longer; | 
I you wont another'll have me, * 
I may cool, bat not grow fonder: 3 
your lovers, girls forſake ye, 1 
 - Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow;; | 
8 Bleſs'd another lad may make ye, , 

Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


. 
4 * » 
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SONG CV. 
The Nu x. 
URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
| Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been; 
I know not I vow, any harm I have done, _ 


+ But my mother oft tells me, ſhe'll have me a nun. F. 
Bat my mother, &c. e 7 | 
* Don't 


Ay 


— . 2 ⁰ A ale A — 8 — 


To hear the men Cattes, and OTE and TY "2 
Is a thouſand times better, to me I declare; 8 


91 1 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as L. n 
Should 'be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; . 

With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart loves a frolic too well for a nan. 


And wy heart, c. ; Þ 


I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay beſides I'm too handfome, I I think for A nun. 


Nay beſides, &. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh! r ea bes, | 
Nor yield to be ſent to one cannot tell where; 

To live or to die in this caſe were all one, OY 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be rckon'd & * nun. g 


Nay I ſooner, Kc. N F 


perhaps but to teaze me ſhe threatens me ”M 


I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſlontiy ſay no; 


But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from ber will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn t be a dun. 


And be marry'd, dc. 2 
3 0 N G cv. 
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\EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſs, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 


Dat why in the midſt of my bliſſes. Bs 1 


Do you aſk me how many I'd have: +Þ 
I am not to be {tinted in pleaſure, 3 
Then prythee, dear Chloe, be kind; = 


| Far f ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 


Io numbers III — be confin'd. 4 
Fs Count 


1792 J. 
zunt the bees that on Hybla are 
Crank = Lid Howe that a ep 
in ton tempe are ſtra 
Os 27 the rich Sicily i 
how many ftars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore; 


I when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I till ſhall de alt ing for 54 


on heart full of lane ler me hold thee, 

A heart which dear Chloe is thine ; 

n my arms 1d forever infold thee, 

And. twiſt round thy neck bke:a vine; 
t joy can be greater than this is ; 
My life on iy lips ſhall be ſg nt: 
Bat the wretch _— number his kiſſes, 
Will always wich few be content. 


haven... 


* 
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% . SONG _ 
* "The 8353 PnA RTO. 
Written by Matthew Prior, Zh 


| AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
| E And wild as colt untam'd; 


poke the fair from whom he ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd: 

F Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 

| Which wiſe mamma ordain'd; 

| And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, z 

4 Wailſt wit 1 beauty — 


ö 

N 

ö 

I 
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Maſt Lady Jenny fi about. 
And viſit with her — ne es 
At balls muſt he mate all che wut, 
And bring home hearts by 'dvztns: 
What has ſhe better, pray than 7 | 
What hidden charms to boaſt? i 
That all mankind for her ſhook die,” Bd. 

Whilſt I am ſcarce a tout??? ene 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me, - 
Unchain'd my fortune on | 
| I'll have my earl as well as 
Or know the reaſon why : 


Fondneſs prevail d, mamma gave way, 
Kitty at heart's deſire; 
Obtain'd the charriot for a day, 


And ſet the world on fire. 
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4 Celebrated Song. 3 
Written by the kev. Dr. Del . 
On ſeeing a Lady in an oppoſite Window, - 
WW HLST on forbidden fruit I-gaze, 


And look my heart away; * 
Behold my ſtar of Venus blaze 

And riſe upon the day: ö 
Fair as the purple bluſhing hours, — 2 

That paint the morning eye; 4 
Or cheek of evening after ſhow'rs, 5 TY 


That fluſh the weſtern ſky. 


194 ] 
I ſend u figh with ev'ry glance, 


And drop a ſofter tear; 
Hard fate. no farther to advance, 
[ And yet to be ſo near: 
| So Moſes from fair Pyſga's height, 
The land of Canaan ey'd; 


_ the region of delight, 
ſaw, came down, and dy'd. 


$ONG CIX. 
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* Mr. Boyee. 


OW dear is my Phillis to me, | 

| Whoſe innocence equals the dove; 

As ſweet as the roſe to the bee? 

In preſence the goddeſs of love : 

| But what is a beautiful face, | 

| Tho more than a Venus refin'd ; 
Dangers to the beauties which grace, 

N The Pallas i in Phillis's mind. 


Whene'er my dear charmer appears, 
The ſwains gaze in raptures around; 
The ſan with more brilliancy chears, 


Freſh flow'rets be-dapple the . J 


Gay Flora may ſpread her perfumes, 


And ſcent with her odours the air; $ - 


Yet never a flow'ret that blooms, 
| Is fo ſweet as the breath of my fair, 


The 


de 


N Their huts, in the 3 above, 
Tue birds that ſo chearfully ſung, 


No 1 


Some flow'rs indeed may be found, 


. "w * , . _ , 
, N „ — * 


d - 
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* 5 ia * , 


The warblers exult and rejoice.” its LH 


| As thro' the green vallies we firay; -< | 4 
And mimie chere des from her ve, "7 


In melody ſweeter than — 5g EOS 3 
Ye ſhepherds, with envy not — = 1 
Nor at my good fortune repine 


For Phillis fo charmipg. ſo dear, S Hutt 141 
_ Has vow d 11 l for ever be wine... 
4 oN G cx. 


o. 4 Ae. 


* Mr. Cunningham. 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Hudſon. 


HE rooks in the neighb'rin grove 
For ſhelter cry all the — day 3 


Are cover'd no longer by May. 


Are ſilent, or plaintive each tone, 
And as they chirp low to their bo young, 
The want of their goddeſs bem 


O'er nature's cold boſom are ſpread ; 
Not a ſweet briar ſprig can be ſeen 
Do farniſh freſh wreaths for my head; 


But theſe neither blooming nor gay 
The faireſt ſtill fleep in the ground, 
And wait for the coming of May. 


q But l. while my Phill mine, 
Shall always have Moy in —Y 


80 NG CXI. 


Tee SeinninGe W221. 


— — . by Mr. Baildon. 
| Gag af Vauahall. | 


QUNG Colin fiſhing near 'the mill, 

3 Saw Pally underneath the hill, 

| Whale heart love's reader pom'r cold feel ; 

; Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel. 
The mill was ftopp'd, no miller there, 
She ſmil'd xo fee the youth appear; 
She ſmiP'd to ſeethe youth appear; 

Bot turn'd about her ſpinning-beel, 

Bat turn'd about her placing-wheel. 


' Thy cheeles, ſays be, like peaches ham; 
Thy breath is like the ſpring's perfame ; ; 


F On thy weet lips my love Þ'll ſeal. Re 
* On thy, &c. 


Von ſtately ſwan, ſo white and ſleek, 
| Are like to Sa/h's breaſt and neck: 
4 Are like, &e. 
© But ll he turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


| 3 = 


19 1 
Th) fair one, beauty's tranſient 


Fades like the new- 2" "lp 
Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell. 


For where ſweet 1 appears 
We never ſee the vale years, 


B Ws as. © 
4A 0 


heel. : 
d 667] 
The p of fate, the pride of wealth, | 
| Says the, 1 ſcorn or peace und health, 
Where labour earns her meal ; 
4 Where hoe, we. 
Earn | 
ne er o'er my true prevai 
3 And make lea ale — 
3 me leave pinnin — ; 0 
| whe En" —— . 


The ſwain who Joes the — mind, 
| Alone can ma ; 
For him P11 toil, Til foin Sta a, 
For him I'll toil, PI ſpin and reel: 
It̃᷑t is the voice, ſays he of love, : 
Come haſten to yon church above, 
Come haſten to yon church above, 
de bluſh' d and left her ſpinning weeel,- 
Sue bluſh'd and left her ſpinning wheel. 


4% 
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© By Mr. W. Haples, 
, The Yellow hair Laddie, 5 - 


FRE . hat adorn the gay — "oy 
"Approach from yous _ and attend to 0 my 


v 
| Amongſt a 85 number, a logs eſo 1 
Was ne'er fo undone with 


1 
5 


in his view. 


Was ever a oomed ſo hard- PRIDE as mine? 
She knows me fſincere, and the ſees. how I pine; — 
She daes not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 


%- £4 


But 1 and mildly reſigus me to death. 


E She cells me * friend, but her lover denies : 


She ſmiles when I'm chearfol, but hears not my bebe. 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 


Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair, 


— 


ET fall at hes feet, and implore her: with tears; 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears 5 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief 


My trembling lips bleſs ber! in ſpite of my grief. 


Zy night abit. I ling. Rill haunted with care, | 
+I ſtart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 

| The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo; 

: And oply when ! imagine my woe. 


4 = 
| 9 ” 


Then 


+ " ” 
* 


On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Z Which i 18 better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


What tho? he all duſty, and whiten'd does po, 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau, 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a courtier who firuts in his garter and Rar. 


i t 6 1 3 


Then gave at a diſtance, oe farther ü 


Nor think ſhe ſhould love — the cannot — 14 
- . Huſh all thy complaining, 


1 and dyin her fare, 
E Commend her to heav'n and t to the grave. 
* | , 7 p | 
SONG xm. 5 
x AIR Jris I love, and I hoarly die. 

| But not for a lip nor a languiſhing eye; 

She's fickle and falſe, and there we d 

For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe; * — '» 
We neither believe what either cau fay, 73 
And neither believing, we neither betray. > 2 


"Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of „ 


We mean not the taking for better for worſe. 
When preſent we love, and when abſent agrees. 
I think not of Jris, nor Ji, of me; 

| In the legend of love yon no couple can find 
| So eaſy o part, or ſo equally * 


$0 N G CXIV. 


ow bappy a ſtate Joes the miller polleſs, . 
Who would be no greater nor fears to be leſs 1 


_— 


5 


R 2. 1 Th F 


-: $7} 
| Tho! his hands are fo daab'd they'renor ft toe fon, | 
} The hands of his betters are not very clean; | 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

| Gold jo baadling will fick to the fingers like meal. 


© What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, | 
Fe cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's mas -—" 
In this of right noble — be brags, 1 
Wos borrow as freely from other men's bags. . 


| Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
© In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate, 
© Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
| 8 — griſt to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's Sys 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 

© Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing, 

| If ſo happy a miller, then. who'd de a king! 


SONG CxV. 7 
Surg by Me. Lowe. 
= Ver by Mr. Arne. 
| 1 Seek not at once in a female to aud | 


The form of a Venus with Palla“ mind: 


the fair one I love have but prudence in view, 


That tho' ſhe deceive I may ſtill think her true; ; 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean, 
Ert her temper be cloudleſs, and open ber mein; 
| folly, ill-nature, nor vanity fed, | 
or indebted to paint, nor indebted to paint, : 


May 


| For white of for red—for white or for red. 


| The villagers brought all — honours of ſpring, 


With ribbons and roſes her lambkins are cron, 
A while they reſpectfully ſtand, 


Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they bound, 


t wr 1 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of her | 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I detelt : 


May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 


Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'll love her for ever—1']] love her for gv r, 


I mean, if I can —I mean, if I can, 


SONG CXVI 
De Cons EAN TY. 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 


5 4 dy the birth-day of Phillic, hark how the beds] 


Their notes 1 ſweet; 


And ſcatter their pride at her feet. 


But firſt take a kiſs from her hand. 


Mongſt ſhepherds i in all the gay round of the years + | 


This— this is their principal day; 


It gave Phillis birth—and pray what can appear 


ore lovely, more pleaſingly : 
Hark—hark ! how the tabor enliv'as the _ 
Ye lads with your laſſes advance; 


*Tis charming to ſport on a daify-dreſt green, 


And Phillis ſhall lead up the dance. 


t ] 


The ſun— (and be ſhines in his brighteſt array 


As if on this feſtival proud) 
In order to give as a beautiful day 
Has baniſh'd each travelling cloud: 


be prieſt paſs'd long, and my ſhepherdeſs figh'd, : 


* coal. Phillis /—1 knew what ſhe meant — 


We ſole from the paſtimes -I made her my bride, 


| Her 6gh was t the __ of content. 


SONG  CXVIL 


Arn, Sing by Miſs Cowper, at Vaxhall. 


Compoſed by *. Bach. 
7OULD you a female doo inſpire 


* 


Employ each ſoothing art: 
& The god of love all force difdains, 
He only leads, in pleafing chains, 
BM * kind conſenting heart. 


SONG CXVIIL 
t by Mr. Weldon. 


ET awbition how hs MY 


Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 
S corn thy crook aud leave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings ſhall tread, 

Joys in circling joys ſhall meet; 
Whick way cer thy fancy led. 


With tender paſſion, „ 


, Thou waſt born o'er men to reign, 


Let | 


1 +363 J 
Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſures are, 


Thou ſhalt only- know delight, | 
All the joy but not the care. 


Shepherd if thou'lt yield the prize 
For the bleſtings i bettows 
Joyful VI afcend the faies, 
* thou ſhalt ge below. 


0 N O CXIX. 
Ser by Mr.” Bates, 


See i it, Myra, know it well | 
1 That love has reach'd youu heart, 
For what your tongue demies to tell 
Your willing eyes impart. Fi 
When Damon wreſtles on the green, 
Your looks your paſlion prove, 
For in your eyes is plainly ſeen * 
The partial j joy of love. 


When Suky gave her lilly band 
To Damon of the vale, 
Say could you then your fears command, 
Did not your cheeks turn pale? 

- Ceaſe then, dear maid, to teaze the youth, 
— plainly own your flame, 
For love coaſiſts of honeſt truth, 
And wilk-uſelf proclaim. 


6 UW 


1 } 
$ONG CXX. 


4 Favourite Seng. Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE audy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun; 
| Wich heav*n-born tints of Iris bow: 
| While low the violet ſprings beſide, 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun; 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


| of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ftore, 
© That from the tulip can ariſe: 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe i in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin's head, 


ben think, ye fair ones, how theſe flowers, 
Are wrought i in nature's various robe; 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives: 
Tour virgin dignity o'erpowers, 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe; 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


gs 


— 0 N G xxl. 
4k now the noon of gloomy night, 


| When awful filence reigns ; 
F An Luna darts her borrow'd light, 
: Along the enamel'd plains. 


N a. in thy glaſs reflected, 


( ws] 
In ini cots, the ſleeping ſwains, 
Forget the toils of day; 


No longer ſport in ruſtic gains, 
No lambkins ip and ply. 


But I, alas! a ſtranger grown, 
To comfort and repoſe; h 
In vain to Phœbe make my moan, 
And tell my heart-felt woes. 


In that cold tomb my lover lies, 
A youth ſo good and juſt ; 
Where deaf to all my mournful ces, 
* — into daf. | 


hs 


- SONG cam. - N I 


Ser by Dr. Arne. 
2 begone, and have me! 


J From my boſom, ah! remove: 4 
While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me; 3 
Hence thou foe to ſacred love. 

Whilſt by thee the hearts directed, J 
a8 chings double faces wear; — 


Seems as falſe as ſhe 1s "+ 


| Harmleſs looks and fli ight expreſſ ions, 
Where love's eye no meaning reads; 
To ſome rival are confeſſions, 
Of a heart that for mw bleeds : 
_ 


1 16 3 


Cruel ſpy: tkat neꝰ er diſcovers, 
What may eaſe the frantic mind; 
Hence! nor blaſt the bliſs of —_ 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


As oN 6 CXxxni. 
Vu d once I with Phillida firay'd, . 


W here rivers run murmuring by ; 
And heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made, 

+ What ſwain was ſo happy as I: 

"My breait was a ftranger to care, 

© For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 

I thought myſelf richer by far, 

& Then be that had mountains of pold. 


0 
e 25 2 eto. On: 


W But now-I am poor ad andone, 5 

= Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, 

Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain: 

& But ceaſe gentle ſhepherd to deem, 

Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſammer — 

As fickle as Midſummer dew. 


10 Phillis, ſo fickle and fair, | 

| Why did you my love then approve: 

Had ycu frown'd on my ſuit thro? deſpair, 
ſoon had forgotten to love: 

You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 

= You ſpoke, and your words were fo kind; 

& ] could not ſuſpect the deceit, 

But gave my leoſe ſails to the wind, 


When 


4 Fw Þ. 
When tempeſts the ocean-deform, 

And billows ſo monntainans roar; | 

The pilot ſecur d from the ſtarm, an 

Ne'er venters his bark from the ſhore :+ 

As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 

And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſeaz 


His art he too credulous tries, 
Aad failing * is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


ON CxxIV. 


8 0 3 that trips the verdant plains, 
N With Sally can compare; 

She wins the wake all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair; 

The beams of fol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 

But Sally's ſmiles can-all the year, 

Give ſummer to the ſoul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray, 
Illumes the world below; 
Her preſence bids the god of day, 
With emulation glow: 
Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 
The playful lambkins fkip around, 
And hail the ſiſter fair. 


| The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
10 bid the maid rejojce; 


And mimicks while he ſwells his notes. 
The fwcencſs * her voice: 


WNo more ſhall blythſome laſs or ſwais, 
= . mirthfull wake reſort; 

| 7 0 v'ry May morn on the plain, | 
l r in rural ſport: 

e more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
= And muſic wake the grove; 
er ficcks look ſnow-like on the hill, | 
1 "mn I forget to love. 


SONG CXXV. 
Cruon and IrnIc MIA. 4 Cantata: 
d by Mir. Bel. 
E by Dr. Arne, 


ur 


| EA R 2 chick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
| 13 1 
| [Sean's mot for love and contemplation made; 1 

A cryſtal 


. — I III 


Don falls the ſtaff from his — hands: 


HFalf-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies; 


* But thus with ecſtaſy purſu'd his ſong, 


(-9 7]: - 
cryſtal ſtream with gentle marmor flows, 


Wha flow'ry banks are form'd for "MM 
Thither retie'd from Phoebus” ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in Veep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, An "_ _ of l F 
By chance was ſtumbling to the neig Man bee, 3 
He tradg'd any, SONY what he ſought,” 7} 
And whiſiled as he went, for want of thought: Tao 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, __ 
He gap'd—he ſtar d—ber lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 


-%o 


Arn 3 


The ſtream that glides in murmorsby, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, | 
Completes the rural ſcene; | 
| Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy | boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure difplay's, 
Too lovely Iphigene ; | 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RpcrTATIVE, 


| She wakes, and ftarte—poor Cymon trembling — 


Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; _ 
Where honour's preſent, face no danger's near? 


Oh Cymon! if tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 


as * 


. 
. * . 
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locks, ar ks break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 3 
Thy love inſpiring mien: "4 
3F love inſpiring mien. 

- Thy ſwelling boſom, fcin of ſnow, 

; And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
1 dic for Iphigene; 

31 * for Iphigene. 


RIeITATI V2. . | 


maz'c de Bebe, nor can trace from whence, 
| mer clod is thus in d with ſenſe: 
= _ — him come 2 _ wry 
improve his aukward 
8 === 
fame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
— love could teach eee; 3 
. 


A 1-n. 


. a ſacred fire, 

EXindling gentle, chaſte defice ; N 

Love — — itſelf controul, . 
And clevate and elevate the human foul. 

Y - | Depri' of thr dur wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date; 

” Bur bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

les wich beauty, and with toys; 

We taſte what angel: do above; 

We taſte what angels do above. 


"a 
* . 
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And baniſhes del pair; 
et my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Dawn of hope my foul revives, 
A 


| Diſpel theſe zloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 
Oh! ſend ſome — ray of light, . 


And guidegne to my love 


Thes, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, * 
The penſive Czlia mourn'd; | „ 

While courteous echo lent her aid, _ 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 2 


| When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face, 


Each riſiag fear diſarms; A 1 I 4 
He eager ſprings to her embrace, _  .._ 
She inks! into his arms. | . 


SONG CXXVIL 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
; And malic fills the groves: 


J 


5 Wire ſummer comes, the gane on Tweed _ 14 


K us f 
lov'd-ſong is then the broow, 
A be ba 


Vor fare ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
4 Elſewhere there never grows. 


* 


O the broom, &c 


, There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 
No epherd e er that dwelt on Tweed, 
1 Could play with half ſuch art: 

He ſun of Toy, of Forth, and Chai 
The halls me nn round, 

Of Leader-haughs, an Leader fide, 
= how 1 bleſt the ſound. 


ty Vet more delightful is the broom, 

830 fair on Cowden Knows ; 

Por ſore ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 
© Elſewhere there never grows: 
Not Tiwviot braces fo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare; 
3 Yarrow banks in flow? ry May, 
Nor buſh a boon . 


More vleang far is Coden Krone, 
| - My peaceful happy home; | 
C Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
” At eve among the broom: 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiviar flows; 
Coney me to the beſt of ſwains, 8 
And wy lov'd Cowden _— 


— 
** 
8 
— 


0 tt broom, 4 
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' SONG cxxvm. 

Ser by Mr. Baildon. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 2M 

iN N pleaſures ſmooth wing how old time fleals | : 


away 1 

E' re love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherds aſtray, 

My days, O ye ſwains, were a round of delight, F 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night ?: 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, . if 
But health with content all the year was my gueſt, * 3 


} *Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnars , 

With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air, Þ * 

| So kindly young Capid had pointed the dart * 2." n 
That [ E the ſweets, but I miſe d of the ſmart, 

I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee, 4 

F But ſtill all my ſong was I'll ever be free! 


| -*Twas then every objeR freſh raptures could yield, © ©} 
If I tray'd through the garden or travers'd the fields © 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my fight, 
| If the nightingale ſung I could liſten all night; 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream, - 


But now fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, | 
Alas! what a change, and how wretched am I: 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade, 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade, 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philome!'s ftrain, 5 3 
And the brook o'er the pebbles naw murmurs in vain. 


They -} 
% 


I 


_ 
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They fay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I fee, 
On others ſhe {aiiles, but ſhe frowns upon me; 


Then teach me, bright Vm, perſuaſions ſoft art, 


Or aid me by reaſon to ranſom my heart, 
To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 


Give love to the nymph, 8 888 eaſe to the ſwain, 


# _ 
* 


8 O N G CXXIX. 
= by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall,. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, 


| Eachiton 
With a — they 


paint at us as Na along, 


E And Calis and Nell are their jeſt and their ſong, 


Suſpicion long whiſper'd it-over the green, 


But — now tells what ſhe never has ſeen, 


Wherever we wander yet faſter ſhe flies, 


SINCE they trac'd me alone with a ſwain to the 
gue in-the village proclaims I'm i in love, 


What we do or we'ſay, ſherefieds with/her lies. 1 


How we tripp'd all by moon-light to love-haunted/ 
bow 


r, 
How we toy and we kiſi d all the. ſweet gliding hours; | N 


All this, and yet more, if the will ſhe may name, 


For we meet without crime and we part without ſhame, ] 


IL own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, 

And wait with impatience till fortune's more kind, 
T ftill will love on till our fate's to be bleſt, 
And the talk may be louder, it ſhan't break our reſt. 


Let 


22 7 


ol  w». 2a» 


1 
Let malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, | 


And envy do all to embitter our joy: 


The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, . 
And crown the g*Y — with her Colin at laſt. 


s ON G xxx. 
The Smiles uro Tweed. 


HAT beauties does Flora: diſcloſe, 

How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed, 
Yet Meggey's ſtill ſweeter than thofe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 


Nor daiſey, nor ſwen-bluthiog rafe, 


Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed glidin gontly through: thoſe, 
Such beauty an pleaſure does yield, 


The warblers une benin the 


The linnet, the lack; and — 


| The black- bird and ſweet:cooing dove 


With mufic.inchant every buſh; - 
Come let us go forth to the mead,. X 

Let us ſee how the prĩmroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 

And love while the teacher'd folks fog. 


How: does my hve paſs be ar? 
Does Moggey not tend à few ſheep ? 


| And do they never careleſly ſtray, 


While happily ſhe lies aſleep ; 


Tweeds murmurs ſhould dull her to reſt, 


Kiod natere indulging my bliſs, 


| To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 


While I teal ap ambroſial kiſs. 


ö | L 116 J 

: "Tis the does the virgins excel, 

: No with her can compare, 

Love's graces all round her do dwell, _. 

She's faireſt where thouſands are fair: 

Say charmer where did thy flocks tray ? 

E Oh! tell me at noon where they feed, 

Shall I ſeek them in ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 


'$0NG . 
See by Mr. Goodwin, jun 8 


bare, 
As wilder'd © PSF Lam, 


A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
Thad lends me o'er lawns to her home. 


I | Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage hadcrown'd, | 


Green ruſhes were ftrew'd on the floor, 


3 | Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept — round, 


And deck'd the fol ſeats at her door. 


We ſetourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
$ Freſh fruits; and ſhecull'd me the beſt, 


Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. 
I told her my A the ſweetly replied, 
(Ye virgins ber voice was divine) 
| I have rich ones rejected, and ones denied, 
Let take me © long ſhep Pm thine. 


'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and 


Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances en | 85 


Su 


1 
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Her air was ſo modes, her aſpect ſo neck, >. . 4 3 


So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, = 
Tn * roſes that glow'd on her cheek, - 
And rok te lov ads fon hee, = 3 
Now jocund we tend a 

ESA 


Reclind on her boſom I ſank into _ 


Together we range &er the — = 1 


Delighted with 


| oa i dents Me" 


And mark out new themes for my muſe : 


To pomp and proud tddes the ne'er od alpiee, ; 


The damſel's of humble deſcent, 


1 The connggy Feats © well known for her ſire, 


| And the ſhepherds has naw'd her c 


so cxxet.' TH 


7 = bird that . her neftling ery, 


And flies abroad for food, 


| Returns impatient through the 7 


To nurſe her callow brood : | * ö 


{ The tender mother knows no joy, 


But bodes a theuſand harms, 


And fickens for her darling boy, 


|} Now forc'd to leave the fair behind, 


When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd 
My faithful boſom fires, 


The * of my *: 


| Take w 


”. 


is J 


| The pox'rs of verſe wo languid provg, | 


All families are vain 


To thew how ardemtly I love, 


. 


The faint with fervent zeal iodpir d, 


For heaven and joy divine; 


| The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 


More 


more warm than mine: 
liberty I dare, 


Twere impious to ſay more; 


ee 


_ 0 1 _ 3 


EAREST Kitty, kind and fair, 


Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when and tell me where. | 


| All the happy day tis true, 
| _ but only when with you; 


rg Strephon ſighs alone, 
till yes makes us one; 


; Tell me when and tell me where; 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, _ 
When we thus ſhall meet again! 
When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee, 

© Beauties only found in thee: 

E Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long day. 


2 


us ] 
Tell me then and eaſe my pain, 


Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain; 


When the prieſt ſhall kindly join, 
- Kitty's trembling hand to mine. 


3 


Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, | 
* me when—I care not where. 


| * 


6 „ Happy man, who thus poſſeſſes, 
| Life with ſome companion dear; 
Joy i imparted ſtill increaſes, 
:Griefs when told ſoon * 


z 
: 
4% 
* 
* — 
. 


Juſt as reaſon turns the ale; 
+ Ev'ry ſtate of life improving, 
That no anxious thoughts prevail. 


SON G CXXXIV. de 


-APPY hours, all hours excelliog, . _ 
When retir'd from crowd and noiſs; 


Happ, i: chat filent dwelling, Sis 
Fiu'd with lelf. poſſeſiag Joys. „„ 


| Happy* a that contented creature, 

Who with feweſt things is pleas dz 

And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancy 2 4. 


ry paſſion wiſely movin 
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Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, ar Vauxhs' 
E ye fair, nor take it wrong, 


If anght too much I do; 

t me while I fing my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too: 
Let modeſtly, that heaven-born maid, 
? Your words and actions grace; 
Tis this, and only this can add, 
New luftre to your face, | 


Tis this which paints the virgin cheeks, 
Beyond the power of art; 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks, | 

: -- a neſs of the heart; 
This index of the virt'ous mind, 

Tour lovers will adore; 

This, this will leave a charm behind, 

When bloom can charm no more. a 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 

_ With nice reſerve behave; ; 

And learn by diſtance to maintain, 
The power your beauty gave: 


Por this when beauty muſt decay, 


Your empire will protect; 
The wanton- pleaſes for a „ | 
But n ne er creates reſpect. 


1 

Wich this, their wo fog reprove, 

' When coxcombs dare intrude; 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Wo ventures to be rude; 

Your charms, when cheap, will ever paſl, 
They ſully with a touch; | 
| And tho” you mean to grant not all, .. 
You 2 grant too much. + 4 


Bat, patient let each virtudus fab, 
Expect the gen'rous youth; 
Whom heaven has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 

And bleſt with love and truth: , 
For him alone reſerve her hand, 

: And wait the happy day 

|. When be with juſtice may @mmand, 

And ſhe with} Joy . 


SONG ' CXXXVI. 


/UARDIAN an angels now prote& me, 
Send io me the ſwain I love; 
» Cupid with thy bow dire& me, 

Help me all ye powers above: 
= Bear him my ſighs ye gentle breeze, 
Tell him I love — deſpair; 

Lell him for him] rieve, 
Say— tis for him I live, 


o may the ſhepherd be fincere. 


| Thro the ſhady groves I'll adder, | 
, Silent as the bird of night; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain, 


Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight: 
80 
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| Witneſs ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore ; 
Can he forget me, 


Will he negleft me, 
Shall I never les bin more. 


Does he love abs yet belt me, 

Io admire a nymph more fair; 

© If *tis fo 11 wear the willow, 

And eſteem the happy pair; 

Some lonely cave I'M make my dwelling, 

E Ne'er more the cares of life purſue; 
The lark and Philomel, 

, Only ſhall hear me tell, 

What makes me bid the world adieu. 


' SONG CXXXVI. 
The CounTay WZ DDI o. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


ſwain, 
+ To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs croſing the plain; 


© Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way? 
E Then ſtrait to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
Wich a ſmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 

& I came from the village, and homeward I 


ELL. met pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 


y ſo much in baſte? (now the month it was May) 


1 And *. gentle 5 prey why wouldye ou know? | 
F . | 0 1 


\ 
1 


\ 
| 


Nor yet can [ hinder, the road being free 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 


| You'll ſay and un-ſay, and you'll flatter, *tis trueg 
| To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town. | 7 


-fhonh riches indent 45d anc fall to their hes, 


[ 13 ] 


i wi pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, * 
If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 

I would ſee you ſafe home, (now the ſwain was in love} | 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve, 


Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is evil, I own, 


But I ſee no danger in going alone; 


99 


But yet a companion is pleaſanter wo: | : 4 ; 
And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 34 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would | 


Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
And Vue often heard ſay, there's no mindin You men? 


Then leave a young maiden, the firſt thing you d. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; _ 4 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you ww 12 
ain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us ewain: : , 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd, to this is not —_ 0 
The very next morn to be ſure were w _— 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddte, hey diddle down : 


SONG NX VII. 


T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there till; 


But they kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
Rs 1 


7. | 
| | Bot folly content with what they did get, | 


They knew not of guile nor of arts; K- 
one daughter tney had, and ber name it was Bett, 
F And ſhe was the pride of their hearts, 


| Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 
Her eyes were as black af a ſloe: 

Her teeth was milk white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſlee k was her ſkin as a doe: 
4 * thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ipy'd; 

n child wet 2nd cold came and Enock'd at thodoor, 
Its mam n 


| Young Bert was as mild as the mornings of 4 
© The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; ; Ma 
| She chaf*d him all o'er, and he ſmiled as he lay, 
She kifs'd him and lull'd him to reſt : 

Ber who do you think ſhe had got for her Prize, 
© Why love that ſly maſter of arts; 

7 ſooner he wak'd, but he drop'd his diſguize, 
* d ber his wings and his darts. 


. , I am love, but be not afraid, 


_— OD 


| hall} make fake ur wy will; 4 
$9 and ſo kind you have been my fair maid, 
Keb harm you ſhall find from my ſkill: g ; 

V mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, / 
A friend you ſhall find in me till; | 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, and be greater than the, 
F The Venus of Totterdowa- hill. 4 
= 

* 5 : : i SONG 
1 1 8 | | 


x ; . 
. 8 


| 
; | 


The lilly, to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 


With the ſweets of your breath, the hedge-rolet ban i 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt Sis, * g 


1 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


Set by Mr. Arnold. 


'RE Taye ſhall prop on the freſh bedding | 
; o r N 
Or blue- bells are robb'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jeſ mine each other ſhall b. 
And mingle to copy your hue ; 


Ho faint its reſemblance to you. 1 


vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 3 

The thorn ſhall be xobb'd of the loe for year eye, 1 
Yet nature paints nothing like you, 


* 3 
1 


The truth of my well-belov'd the ; 4 
Whoſe branch if to touch it bold ſhepherds mall ane, 
Would ſhrink ooo all others but me. 1 


„ vom 


"T1 


SONG CXL. - 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, 
Ser by Mr. Smith, 


8 o Rs of eaſe be blithe and gay, 


Lall the cares of life away; 


Fly to peaceful whiſpering groves, 
To the graces and the loves. 


But my ſoul diſdains the joys, 
Pants for deeds of deathleſs noiſe ; 

Love and wine would court my ſtay, 
Bat glory calls and I obey. 


Softer pleaſures I diſchim, - - -- - 
Welcome honour, welcome fame; 
Meaner objects I refign, 


Bat be vaſt ambition mine. 


% 


4 


J 


sos exkl. 
JN HERE dau Celia fly for thelter, 
"VF In what ſecret grove or cave; 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent ro melt her, 
rom the young, the gay, the brave. 


Tho with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 


Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Capid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 


* Whereſoc'er the damſel turns. 


22 


| Vir tue, | 


1 
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| 
| 
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Virtue, youth, good * and . 


If diſcretion guide us not; 
Sometimes are the ruſſian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot. 


| Now. they're purchas'd by the trade X | 


Now commaaded by the peer; 


Now ſome ſubtle mean iavader, 


Wins the heart or gains the ear. 


Q diſcretion! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mamma's mĩſtake; 


careful and anoke. - | 


Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence; weigh the banns; _ 


| "— by bating fewel, 


Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 


Wear i it on your knots and fans. | 


SONG CXLIL 


Ser Na Arne. 35 
7 OU fair poſleſs'd of ev'ry chm. 


To captivate che will; 
Whoſe ſmiles can mb itſelf diſarm, 
Whole frowns at once can kill. 
Say will you deign a verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part, 
An honeſt verſe that ſtows ſincere. 
And candid from the heart. 


G4 


N 
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[- Great Is your power, but farther ftill, 


Mankind it might engage; 

If as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may + lh 
For who's to beauty blind? 

But to what end a priſ'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind, 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 


| | Learn that beſt art the heart to hold, 


And lock the lover's chain: 


| Gameſter's to little purpoſe win, 


Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho? beauty — the charms begin, 
| * Is ſweetneſs makes them laſt, 


8 0 N I cin. 
The awords by Mr. Cufagham. 


HE v virgin when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the, villagers yows ; 


| The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 


And poplars embrace with their * 


on Ida bright Venus may reign, 


— ꝓ—— ——— — - - IIS 


Ador'd for her beauty above; 


| | We ſhepherds that dwell on the plain, 


Hail May as the mother ef love. 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, 


Fond zephyrs careſſes the vine; 
| The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, | 


And villous and woodbines .. 


The 


_— 


— OS 


E „ 


[9] 
The pinks by the rivulet's ide, 
That border the vernal alcove; 


Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterſſy's wing, 


He flutters in bridal array; 


3 If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 


* „ „ 


„ 
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Shall grace her hand or deck her hair, 


The flow's moſt eng "ms nymph moſt fair. 
5 ; 


Their muſic is taught them by May. 


8 The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 


Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 


e virg "ns by hg ortive and 


Get your + ay ye ſhepher * — 


For muſic muſt 4 the May: 


Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 


And all his keen anguiſh remove; 


Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 


That May is the mother of love. 
S ON & CXLIV. 


| Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Ser. by Mr. Arnold. 


Ariſe ye flow*ry race, arid, 
Ye filver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, | 
Call forth a eBags waſte of flow'rs ;. 
The fragrant roſe, 8 gueſt, 
Shall flouriſh in my fair one's breaſt, 


Brin, ſoft ye winds, bo calm ye Ki, 


80 


[ wo ] 5 | - 
SONG xx. 
| Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Ser by Mis. Handel. 


ROUND the ſun attending, 
| A To her ſubmiſſive bending, 
ur yielding hearts confeſs her ſway, 


. 

; SONG CXLVI. 

Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
Ser by Mr. Bach. 


BH! Why ſhould love with tyrants ſway, 
. Oppreſs each youthful heart, 

{ Mutt all his "igid laws obey, 45 
And feel his pointed dart. 


On reaſons aid in vain we call, 
| To break the flaviſh chain, 
| The potent god diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


SONG CXLVE. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. = 


OWS of love ſhould ever bind 

4 Men who are to hononr true, 
They muſt have a ſavage mind 

Wao refuſe the fair their duo. 


er ro ae IT, — be 
* . 


* — * 
" . oy K A 
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| So may ev'ry nymph agree 


Ty — 
Seorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve :. 


All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve. 


S O0 NG CXLVIIL. f 
| Sung by Mrs. Pinto: 10} 


YMPHS and ſhepherds come away,. | 


Wanton in the ſweets of May, 


_ Trip it oer the flow'ry lawns, 


Wanton as the bounding fawns, 8 A 34 


Prolic, buxom, blythe and gay, 


Nymphe — 3 . 


2 o N G CXLIX.. = 
: Ser by Dr. Boyce. £m 


N his * the vernal roſe 
Blended with the lily, glows + 


| His locks are as the raven bleck, 


In rioglets woven down his back. 


5 His eyes with milder beauties beam 

Than billing doves beſide the ſtream ;- 

His youthful cheeks are beds of m. 
5 Enripen'd by 2 ſhow'rs, 


* 


2 J 


His lips are of the roſe's hue, 


Rill — with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 


And as e his form he bears,” 


8 O N 6 CL. | 
Sung 5 Mrs. Smith, in the Wedding-Ring. 


Saw what ſeew'd 3 barmleſs child, 
With wings and bow, 
l And aſpect mild, 
| Who ſobb'd, and figh'd, and pin'd, 
| And — [ would ſome boon beſtow 
On a poor little boy ſtone blind. 


Not aware of the danger too ſoon I comply, | 
For exulting he cry'd, 

And drew from his quiver a dart ; . 

| My pow'r you ſoon ſhall know, 

| Then levell'd his bow, 
And wounded me night! in the heart. 


SONG CLI. 
by the Opera of the Ros, 
Ser by Dr. os. 


EAR me, blooming goddeſs, hear me, 
Queen of ſmiles, and ſoft defire, 


| dend the beauty to endear me, 
Who has lit this amrous fire. 


& 


_ © 03-1] 


| Ob how ſweet the mild dominion 

Of thecharmer we approve, 

Honour clips the wanton pinion, — 
And we're willing ſlaves to love. : R 


$SONG CLI. 
From the /ame. 


H ! think not to deceive me 
Wich flattring oaths and lieg, 
"Tis all in vain, believe me, 
For love has piercing eyes. 


A rifling preſent given 
| Oft binds affection faſt, 
And grateful woman's driven 

To give herſelf at laſt. 


SONG CLE. 


ITF a kiſs you would gain, 
I Am l bound to explain? 
Abl could you not gueſs by my eyes, 
When they without guile, = 
So twinkle and ſmile ? 1 
A glance is enough to the wiſe. 


$0NG 


14 ] 
s ONO clw. 
From the n .. 


Reſiſts impreſſion while tis cold, 


Soft complying to the zeſt, 
It takes the image 


firſt impref,, | 
1 And bears it in the faithful — 
Through circling years the ſame. 

B SONG ctv. 


From the Jane. 


Now my bark will ſweetly glide, 
! how pleaſing 15 the motion, 
Sailing thus with wind and ties. 


Hidden rocks no more beguiling, 
| Swelling ſails the breezes court, 
Cupid at * helm ſits ſmiling, 

_ And conducts me ſafe to port. 


$ONG CLVI. 


Log Ghres in the fame; 


AIR and ſweet, 
Trim and neat, 


Springs the bluſhing roſe in May ; 3. 


Summer's paſt, 
Autumn's blaſt, 
Sbrinks it's beauteous leaves away. 


HE nobleſt heart, like pureſt gold, 
But melted down in love's bright fame 3. 


R. the y, and calm the ocean, 
7 


Bat 


| When ſeen by us fond dupes careft, 
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But the mind, 
| Chaſte refin'd, 
Warm'd by virtue's cheering ray ; 
0 Ever blows 
| That freſh roſe, 


Time itſelf can ne%er decay. 


son cLvl 
_ by Mrs. Mattocks, is the Summer's Tale. 


HEN love at firſt approach 
His — 22 | 


A Mlayfal infant's 
2 playful —— —_ 


| He acts his trait'rous 
And as we preſs him to the break 
He * into the * 4 | 


$ONG cim. 
Sung by the ſame, in the . 


HILE on earth's ſoft lap deſcending, 
Lightly falls the feather'd — 


Nature awfully attending, 


Each rude wind forbids to blow. 


White and pure awhile appearing, 

| _ Earth her virgin mantle wears, 

Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, N 
Her dcluded bolom dear. 7 6 06004 IN 


| 


e 
Thus my fooliſh heart believing, 
Liſten d to his artful tongue; 

All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flatt'ring accent hung. 


Fondly, for a time, miſtaken 
Love and joy coneeal'd my fate, 

Now, Alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad experience comes too late. 


$ONG CLIX. 2 


By Mrs. Vincent, i» Almena. 


OULD you taſte of freedom's charms, 
Zara courts you to her arms, 95 
Difſtreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 
And pity's ray ſhould kindle love. 


Tor my heart adopts my woes, 

EF Melting, thrilling as it glows, 
Leave thy cell and follow me. 
Love and Zara ſe: thee free. 


SONG CLIX 


| From the Suzrnzxb's Lorrezr. -. 


Set by Dr. Boyer. | 
o dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 


He went one May-morning to meet in a grove, 
By her own dear appaintment, this goddeſs of love, 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 


Aud doated on each—Can.a lover do more? 


* 


Declar'd his fix d paſſions, and dy'd for in ſong, : I 


He 


| They ſwore that my eyes the bright di*mond excell'd, 
Such a face and ſuch treſſes ſure ne er were beheld ; 


PDE it chanc'd, was by accident there, 


| Her kindly acceptance his peace did reſtore, 


War [ enter d my teens, and threw play-things = 


By the men I was flatter'd my pride to enhance, 
| For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. . 


| | You 8 pollydore ſaw me one night at a ball, 
I And 


Oh! the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


| Ah! the maids will believe and the men wal romance. 
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He waited, and waited, then changing his flrain, 

'Tis fury and rage, and diſdain ! 

And the ſun was commanded ta hide his dull light, 
And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down night, 
"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never tochange ;—Can a lover do more ? 


No roſe-bud fo tempting, no lilly ſo fair; 
He preſs'd her white hand, next her lips he afay'd, 
Nor would ſhe deny him—ſo civil the maid ; 


And dear — was thought on no more. 


s ON G CLXL 


The Man WILL Rouaxen 


aſide, 
I conceir'd myſelf woman ad fit for a bride ; 


That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance, 


wore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall, 
On his knees he intreated my hand for adance, 


| 


; 
1 
1 
1 
bp 
| — 
: 
ö 
| 
; 
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2% Poi | my papa would not give us 2 ſhilling, 
Pollydore fwore he to wed me was willing, 

So were woke went, and at night had a dance, 
W 0 


SONG CLXIL 


WY Ranelagh. 


Of beauty is bleſt with ſo ample a ſhare, 
Thats mea call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev I laft May as I travery'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chance d to eſpy the gay nymph declare, 2 
And really ſhe had a moſt delicate air, 


» a murmuring brook on a green moſſy bed, 
chaplet compoſing the fair one was laid, 
Surpriz'd, and tranſported, I could not forbear 
* . to * on her n air. 


He conducted me home when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne er ſaw faimgth beaaty before; 
He og!'d and figh'd as he advance, 

Ab! "hs maids will beheve andthe men will romance. 


Then day after day I bis company had, 
At . he declar'd all his flame to my dad, 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, Young men will romance. 


Ter 5 Me. Michodd Awe and fang by Miſs Wright h 


o Molly who lives at the ſoot of the kill, 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy doth fill, 


That 


Win 22 


| She neither rejected nor granted my pray r, 
_ | But fir'd all my — with ber delicate air. 
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That moment young Cupid ſelefted a dart, 


And pierc'd without pity my innocent heart, 


And from thence how to win the dear maid was my 


care, 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. a 


| When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd and cemplain'd twas Y 


_ rude, 


| And begg'd of all thing s that I would not intrude, 


I anſwer'd I could not tell how I come there, 
But I laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my fond * | 


| A thouſand times fince I've repeated my * 
Then tell me ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the ſain Mm 


1 NJ TORE gave all creatures arms, 


But ſtill the tormenter affects to be mute, 


How to win the dear laſs with her delicate air. 
SONG GLXIL 


Faithful guards from hoſtile arme; 


1 Jaws the lion brood defend, 


Solid hoofs the vigorous horſe, 
Wings to fly the birds of air. 


To the fox did wiles ordain, 


 Horrid jaws that wide deftend, 
Horns the bull's reſiſtleſs force, 


Nimble feet the fearful hare, 


The craftieſt of the Sylvian train, 


Tuſk 
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Tuſks ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 
Quills the Feetfal — : 
Fins to fwim the wat' ry kind, 

Man the virtues of the mind; 
Nature laviſhing her ſtore, 

What for woman had ſhe more? 


| Helpleſs woman ta be fair, 

Beauty fell to woman's ſhare; 

| Beauty, that nor wants or fears, 

| Sword or flames, or ſhield, or ſpears; 

| Beauty ſtronger aid affords, 

Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords; 
Stronger far than ſwords or ſhields, 

Man himſelf to beauty yields, 


sos CLXIY. 
EN ev'ry tre im erg fn. | 
' 


I trace the jovial ſpring in vain; 
A ſickly Jangour veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies: 
Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmiles on others, ſmiles on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, t 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring, = [ 
Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ; 
The cypreſs beugh that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year: —q 
Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care; 
My rural ſtare ſome pleaſure yield, 
So ſweet a flock, ſo green a field. 


SONG 
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SONG clxv. 

| Sung by Mr. Vernon. 

OVELY maid! fair beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my bliſs deny ; 


| Ceaſe my tender love to chide, 
Why fo cruel, Daphne why? 


| Kinily to my wiſh incline, 
4 * by will Daphae faithleſs prove? 
Know my ſoul is wholly thine, 
And my heart is form'd for love, 


Why, thus flight a faithful fwain, 
1 Who to love was ever true; 
| Way thus give that boſom pain, 
| Which ſo long bath figh'd for you, 


SON G CLXVI. 
C7 | Vanvs and Diana. 4 Cantata. _ 
Sung by Mrs. Smith. Set ) Mr. Smith. 


W 
— # 9 
2 


— — — 


ReciTarives - <a, 


AR Venus left her bleſt abodes they ſay, 5 
And to the woodlands once purſu'd her way; 

_ | There ſought Diana, and in foothing ftrains, 

She thus implor'd the ow! of woodland plains. 


Ak, 5 


4 
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Als. | 
The chace's joys I wiſh to know, | 
Like Dian' to be dreſt; = 
With thee, thro? toils O let me go: 
An huntreſs all confeſt: | 
Take, take me in thy chearful train, 
| Let Cupid: ſhare the day; : 


1 long to hunt o'er wood and plain, 
ow hills and far away. 


323 5 1 Wh 
Forbear to aſk me, queen of Jove, 
Diana quick replies) 
Oh! hie thee, to thy Paphian grove, 
, To taſte of ſofter joys. | 


Our din would hurt thy tender ear, 1 
Thy feet are ſlow of pace; 4 
Our toils would fill thy heart with fear, | 14 

' Foregoe the fatal chace. | 


Kimi keep thee with thy * away, 

Nor urge the ſuit in vain; 
No more my nymphs would own their ſway, 
a ns an 


s Oo N G CLXVIL 


<A HO” Chloe's out of bien, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; 


toaſt her in a bumper, 
If all the belles were © here. 


828 


P 


What | 


Nor envies them their 
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What tho” no di'monds ſparkle, 


| — her deck. and waiſt ; 
| With ev 1. ining virtue, 


ely-maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt, plain apparel, 
| No patches, paint, nor airs; 
In debt alone to nature, 


An angel ſhe appears. 


From gay coquettes high init d, 
My Chloe takes no rules; 


The hearts of all the 


Who wins her. maſt have merit, 
Sach merit as her on; 
| The graces all poſſeſing, 
Yet knows not the has one. 


| Then rant oo aus dans 
* he gifts you maſt approve; 
And Chloe, — Chloe, 

| Will biels me with ky fave: 


SONG CLXVIL. 


T*HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 


| The yellow-harveſt, free from ſpoil, 


| Rewards the happy farmer's toil: 


The flowing bowl ſucceeds the frail, 


_F Or which he 4 the jocund my 


Fe "I 


$ONG 


14 


* 
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SONG CLXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Nerd by Mr. Priar. 


A Chloe came into the _ to ther day, 5 

1 pn began, where ſo long could you ſlay? 
your life-time you never re your hour, 
You iſ'd at two, but—look child, tis four: 
A lady's watch need neither figures or wheels, 


* Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals ; 


A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear, 


Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


F- Lord bleſs me, fays the, let a body but ſpeak; 


Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 


At has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; | 


Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 


= So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: . 
That ſcene of delight, I with wonder furvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


SONG CLXX. 


Cor in's CoMPLAlNT. 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain; 
Tou rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old 5 in: 


D Chiee, while thes beyond Weste 


Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 


On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill- grounded, 


| When once you its dictates obey. 


1m} 


The paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 
Tour kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 
Your ſighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
PFruition's the ſunſhine of love: 

And tho? the bright beams of your eyes, 

Shou'd be clouded that now are ſo gay 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 5 
Vet we ne' er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 

You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropfical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 

Let they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the ſun at the door; 

At night when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak one whiff more, 


No beauty or wit they poſleſs, 

Their ſeveral failings to ſmother; 

Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 

That make them ſo fond of each other? 
"Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 

The endearments which youth did beſtow ; 


| | The thoughts of paſt pleafure and truth, 


The beſt of our bleſſings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when ycuth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love: 
A friendſhip iaſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe ; 
And the current of fondneſs ſtill lows, - 
Which decripid old age cannot freeze. 


2 A 
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SONG clxxt. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe and Mrs. Lampe, 


ow the happy knot is d, 
N Betſey is my r 


King the bells, and fill the bowl, 
+ Rival all without controul. 


Who fo faic as lovely Bet! 
Who fo bleſt as Colinet! 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who fo bleſt as Colinet. 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 


| An ling for unguarded hearts; 
f wel 


come Hymen's laſting joys, 


; Liſping wanton girls and boys: 


Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn; 


| "Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 


Wich the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs: 


| Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 
| Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho? on ſundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May day queen; 
Tho” x ſweetheorts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betſey's love: 
Them I quit without regret, 


All my joy's in Colinet. 


[ 7 ] 
Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſey, fair and kind, 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul: 
May the ſun ne er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Colinet. 


SONG CLXXI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Voq Jockey is the blitheſt lad, 


That e' re did maiden wooe ; 

When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and true : 

He talks of love when e'er we meet, 
His words in raptures flow; ; 

Then tunes his pipe and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go, 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; To 
At ev*ry fair and all the wakes, 

I hear them making moan: 
He buys. me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbons for my hair; . 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 


Or half ſo kind and fair. 
He Wherece'er 
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| Wheree'er 1 go, I nothing fear, 


If Jockey is but by; 

For I alone am all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh: 

He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 

Can I refuſe, ye maidens ſay, 

To be young Jockey's wife. 


SONG CLXXIH. 


by 


The FrviTLEess END EAvOU. 


Ser by Dr. Arne. 


7 HEN gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw, 
Struck with a reverential awe; 
; I felt my boſom mov'd : 
Her eaſy ſhape, her charming face, = 
F She ail, and talk'd with ſo mach youes 3 
I gaz'd, ad mir'd, and lov'd. 


Up to the buſy town I flew, 
And wander'd all its pleafures thro? 
In hopes to eaſe my care: 


4 The buſy town but mocks my pain, 


Its gayeſt pleaſures all are vain, - 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


| The labours of the learned ſage, 
The comic clamour of the ſtage, 
; By turns my time employ ; 
I reliſh not the fages love, 
The ſtages humour pleaſe no more, 
For Harriot's all my joy, 


FE 1499 ] 
Somerimes 1 1d the jovial throng, 
Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away: 
The jovial throng, is noiſy, rude, 


Nor other females dares intrude, 
W here Harriot bears the ſway. 


* 


Since. then nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid or man, 
For want of thee atone ; , 
O come, with all thy conqu' ring charms, 
O come, and take me to thy arms, 
For thou art all in one. 


SONG CLXXIV. 
The C H 0 1 < r. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


r &er I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love, 

I Let theſe be the works of the man, I approve : 
No pedant, yet learn'd, not rakehelly gay, 

Nor laughing, becuaſe he has nothing to ſay ; 3 
To all my ſex, ſtill obliging and free, 

Vet never ſhew fondneſs to any but me; 

In public, preſerve the decorum that's joft, 

2 And ſhew in his eyes, he 1 is true to his truſt. 


But when the long "AW. of obſervance are e palt, 
And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt ; 
May ev*ry fond pleaſure that moment endear, 


he, baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear : 


u; — 


— 2. 
Forgeting and ſcorning the airs of a crowd, 
| nom Lara be formal, and I to be proud ; 
Till loſt in the joy, we confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 


And that my delight may be ſtedfaſlly fix d, 
Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd ; 
In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul can confide, 


Whoſe kindneſs can ſmooth me, whoſe counſel can 


| _ | 

| From fuck a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 

No danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould bribe; 
& But till I can find ſo uncommon a ſwain, 

| As I long have liv'd ſingle, Pl fingle remain. 


SONG CLXXV. 
| Written by Mr. Garrick, 3 
: E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
| V That a lover once bleſt is a lover no more; 


Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 5 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. 


Tbe bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 


Your roſes and lillies may make the men figh ; 
But roſes and lillies, and fighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


| Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rize guitar ; 


F'T'ho* there's-muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
But how tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not bandled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand. 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command: 


Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 


. 


For hearts, like young birds, may be tam'd to your will. 


- 
6 3 a. 
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And Hymen ſhall rivet t 


Like Mars with Venus in his arms, 


When o'er thy plains I ſtretch mine Jos, 
Pleas'd with thy proſpects unconfin'd; 
A thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, 


Tho? different each; yet each a rees, 


Vet foot her face, her ſhape, nor air, 


Zut 'tis the heavenly finiſh'd whole, 


L 1 J 


Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind; 
Tarn the chief of your cace from your face * 


mind ; 
Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts Improve, 
be fetters of love. 


SONG. ELXXVI. 


AlL. Windſor ! crown?d with lofty tower 
Where nature wantons at her will; | 
Decks ev'ry vale with fruits and flow'rs, 
With waveing trees adorn the hill: 


Like his thy ſtrength, like her's thy charms... 
Like his thy ſtrength, &c. 


A thouſand beauties charm my mind: 
Nor this, nor that, but all things pleaſe. 


Thus Strephon views his lovely fair, 
From charm to charm in raptures loſt; 


Nor yet her eyes tranſport him moſt : 


With matchleſs grace delight his ſoul. 


; © an SONG: 
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SONG CLXXVI. 
0 longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
the merits of wine to the charms of the fair, 
I ap 


peal to the men to determine between 0 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſares of drinking henceforth I refign, 

For though there is mirth yet there's mi in wines 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 

Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


| Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her the more [ admire, 

But the charms of her temper and mind I adore, 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage, 
Tis the tranſport of youth, tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle and bowl, 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul. 


BA fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

ET he longer I drink, the more thirſty am I; 
From this fair confeſſion, tis plain, my good friend, | 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. Y | 


Your big belly'd bottle may raviſh your —_— 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle grows dry, 


From woman, dear woman, {weet pleaſure muſt ſprivg, 
Nay the itoics muſt own ir—the is the beſt thing. 


Wet ſome praiſe to wine we may juſtly afford, 

For in time it will make us as great as a lord; 

out woman forever gives tranſport to man, 
And I'll love che dear ſex, aye, as long as I can. 
ans SONG 
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$.0 N CLXXVIN., 


HE weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er 
With ev'ry pleafiny ray, 
And flocks reviving fek'no-more 
The ſultry heat of day; 
When from an hazles artleſs bow'r,. 
Soft warbles Strephon'd tongue, 
He bleſs'd the ſcene he bleſs' — 
While Nancy's charms:he ſung. 9 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, | 
Whilſt weeping: maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove; 
Bunt endleſs bleffings crown the dax 
I ſaw fair Eſham's dale, _ 
And ev'ry bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the vale. 


Her ſhape was like the reed fo fleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair, 
Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing check, 
How charming ſweet they were ; 
Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found, 
And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpire 
| To fence her beauties round. 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo ſweet; 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell ; 


Conduct. my wand'ring feet: 
oe” Ws - 5 
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Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
Burt ſhe would ne'er incline, 

* Prove to your equals true,“ ſhe cry'd, 
* As F will prove to mine.” 


Tis Strephon on the mountains brow, 

Has won my right wall : 

o him Il give the plighted vow, 

Wich him I'll climb t hill. 3 
Struck with her charms and gentle touch, 

I claſp'd the conſtant == 
© her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care. | 


SON G CLXXIX. 
The Gznunovs DisTR 55. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


7 Z Low ye bleak winds around my bead, 
Acad ſoothe my heart eorroding care, 
a round my brows, ye lighinings red, 
i And blaft the laurels planted — 5 
pt may the maid — er ſhe be, 
Fhink not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


ay all the traces of our love 

Be ever blotted from her mind ; 

lay from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no remembrance leave behind ; 
ut may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 
* not of my diltreſs nor me. 


Oh! 


- 


— MM ww 


But may ſhe think, whe er ſhe be, 


© Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs,. 


For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belongs... 


7 
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Oh may I neer behold her more,, 5 
For ſhe has robbed my ſoul of reft,. 
Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor | 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt; 
But may the maid; where er he be, 
Think.not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


Come death ! O! come thou friendly feep;.. 
And with my. ſorrows lay me low ; 

And ſhould the. gentle ag be n weep, 

Nor ſharp, — laſti her woe 3. 


No more of my diftreſs nor me. 


SONG CLXXX.. 
The Mannizp Man. 
Ser and ſung by - Mr. Hudſon. 


Am d and happy; with wonder — * 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age, 1 


And whom only looſe. pleaſures engage : 
You may laugh, but believe me you're all in the wrongs { 
When you merrily marriage deride, 5 


And in —— we can. only con fide, 


The joys which from lawleſs conneQions a. 
Are fugitive—never ſincere, 

Oft ttolen with baſte—or ſnatch'd by larprise, 
Interrupted * doubts and dy * ; 


| 5 
But 


Dat thoſe which in 


| 5 
legal attachment we find, | W 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
as from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin's, DC 1 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. by 


She love which you boaſt of deſerves not that name, 
& True love is with ſentiment join'd; 1 
gat yours is a paſhon, a feveriſh flame, 1 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, | 
EW hen dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
Wich this and with that ye are cloy'd, | 
e are led and miſ-led by a flatt'ring falſe fire, | 
Aud are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. | 


you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ffiort, ** From a wife; 5 
Whom for chearſulneſs, ſenſe, and good- nature Ichoſe, 5 
Which ate beauties that charm us for life; 
wake home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
©Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize, 1 
Ind we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, 
= By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. Oe” 


* 


son CLXXXL. 


Wis T E R. 
Set by Mr. Hudſon. 


HE hoary winter's bluſt'ring wind 4 
= May harden ocean's curling wave, 

ut if my lovely Chloe's kind, . | 
The wrath of winter I can brave, 
The wrath of winter | can brave. 


Warm d 


5 { 


L 67 1 
Warm'd with the ſun-ſhine of her eyes, 
Or melted by a gracious ſmile, 
The fleecy tempeſt I defy, 


And glow and revel all the while, 
And glow and revel all the while. 


Bu: if the meet me with diſdain, 
| then am like the ſhifting wave, 

| And icy edds chills ev'ry vain, 
Nor can l winter's anger brave. 


SONG — 


AR faiker hon light my love flies, ; 
In queſt of a happier clime, I 

See yonder he ſteers through the Ries, 

And ſmlles on the wreck of old time, | 


As Since I here on earth ill remain 
A ſtranger to comfort and reſt, 
At once will end all my pain, 
"BY his dagger Tu ſheathe in my breaſt. 


8 0 NG CLXXXI. 


HE early horn ſalutes the mom 
That gilds this charming place, 
| With chearful cries bid echo rife, , 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 


3 | The chriſtial floods, CT 
. Al. all return the enliv? * ſound. 


| $ONG CLXXXIV, 
z by Mrs, Vincent, at Mary bone. 


CE loſt to peace of mind ferene, 


IN 
8 1 drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
Pl court each melancholy ſcene, = 
And 


my — fall Jrope 3 


| * ſprightly, gallant tar, 
ſor with fierce deſtructive war, 


| Think w feel, where'er thou art, 
| : Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


"OM thy dancing caſtle rides, 
| [Upon the boſom of the deep, 

The ftormy winds and waves abides, 
ad nay wn ation bids thee ſleep : 

eep and downy reſt 

batt fly ray tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
— jealous fears, like ** 4 ſhall prove 
© The truth of my dear ſailor's love. | 


| More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind 
om thoſe the ſkilful ſeamen braves, 
F Who leaves pale care and grief behind: 
Tbe adventurous maid, embark'd like me, 
That ſails on ſuch.a troubled ſea, 

The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 
| And 1 in its arr. would ſeek retreat. 


| Yer, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whiſper to my fears, 

My ſailor may return again, 

Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 


, doubt, and fear, and winds, and waves, 


When 


1 „ „r 2 


All nature now enjoys the happy calm, 

All bat this throbbing boſom, 

| Doom'd no more to taſte repoſe, | | 
While abſent is the fair, whoſe radiant eye 

- Whole boundleſs love infpire, | 


| Thus Thyrſis was lamenting of his dear, 
Wen Daphne appear'd, and baniſh'd all his fear, 


1 161 J 


From beauty and wit, and good humour, how 7 


Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly, 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ftill ll fay—no. 


$ONG CLXXXVIL. 

A CAN TATA. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 
So  RecrTarive. 2 


EHOLD the heavens how beauteous and ſerene, 
Now not a breeze diſturbs the placid ar; 
And on the branch the leaf untrembling hangs 3 


Arx. 
The morn's returning ray 
Eeach apening floweret chears, 
In purple lufire gay 
Is heaGexulting rears, 
When night obſcares the ſky, 
Its tranſient glories die. 


ReciraTivE. 


And thus replied the fair: 5 
Ceaſe gentle ſwain, to pour thy ſoft complaint, 
See Daphne comes to foothe thy anxious cares, 


And ſhares thy pains ; thy argent vows ſhe * 5 


[ 1621 
Thy love ſincere wich ual love re 
The riſing bluſh, — ſigh — 


My ſecret paſſion prove, 1 
While rapture trembling thro? mine eyes, 
Declares how much I love. 


Aix. 


| Take, whate'er of bliſs or joy you fondly, fancy 
Whate' =: joy or bliſs I boaſt, love renders wholly 
\ - biel all the livelong day the feather'd war- 

On ev'ry buſh 
4s * 


„ SONG clxxxvnt. 
* br by Mrs, Arne, is the Padlock. 


AY little fooliſh, flutt'ring hing, 
| Whither, ah! wither would you wing 
Your airy flight ? 
Stay here and fing, 
Your miſtreſs to celight. 
No, no, no, 
$weet Robin, you ſhall not go. 
Where, you wanton, could you be. 
| Half ſo | happy as with me.. 


8, 
they chant thei ay or win —— 


Waere „ 


so 


11 


S oN G CEXXXIX. 
| Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 

AS la ſhepherd's maid to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 


Well pleas'd I'd watch the live long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


| Or wou'd ſome bird, that pity brings, : 
Aut fora moment lend it's wings, „ 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, _ 


. — 


| My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: —_ 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, N 3 4M * 
But ſpite of all away Id fx. 3 


8s ON G cxc. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in the /ame. 


| bn vain you bid your captive live, 
While you the means of life deny ; 
| Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give, 
To him who muſt without you die. 


hat from the ſun's enlivening beam, 

Lid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue ; 

Its ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 
And me exiſt, depriv'd of you. 


8 o NE 


[ 164 7 
SONG CXCT.. 
Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 
ITHER, Venus with your doves, 
Hither, all ye little loves; 


Round me light your wings diſplay, 
And bear a lover on his ww 


Oh, could I but like Jove of old, 
Transform myſelf to ſhow'ry old; 

Or in a ſwan my paſſion «4 wp 

Or wrap it in an orient cload; ; 

What locks, what bars ſhould then impede, 
Or ng me from my charming maid! 


$ONG- cxcun. 


In whom a young nymph could confide, 
are now ſo conceited and vain, | 
They no longer have hearts to divide. 

Or in court, or in city, or town. 

All acknowledge how fruitleſs the ſearch, 

So polite too each village is grown, | 

F Eva there girls are left in the lurch. 


f A ! where can one find a true fois, 
en 


Then adieu to the thraldom of 8 
Adieu to its hope and its fear, 
Henceforth I in freedom will rove, 
Wha like it the willow may wear: 


Sung 5 Miſs Wewitzer, at Vauxhall. | 


SS OuSuM MFak 


Yet 


„ 


| Yet ſhould fortune my truth to reward, | 
Send ſome youth with each talent to bleſs, 
| How far I my purpoſe could guard, h 
Is a ſecret 1 need not confeſs. 


SONG CXCIIL ':.. 


" OVELY nymph aſſwage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a tender ſwain, | 
Y Pray's you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did you know the lad that courts 
| You? he not long need ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, 
| You ſcarce will meet his like again. 


SONG CXCIV. 
The MyrTLY ard Ros. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon.“ Ser by Mr. Worgan. 


AT 8 in love, with two nymphs that are 
And to ſweets in my garden, theſe nymphs I compare; 
Nor can ſhrub, nor can bloſſom, be better than thoſe, 
And Jenny's my myrtle, and Chloe's my roſe. 


| My Che is fond all her charms to to diſplay, _- 
With the roſe in her cheek, ſhe to all would be gay; 
I On all paler beauties ſhe looks down with pride, 

| 4ad can bear net a flow'ret to grow by her fide. 


She 


et 


„„ 
She thinks not how quickly thoſe charms will expire, 


tire; 

pride, ſe ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, 

And love, built on beauty, can't hold with a ſwain. 
But Jerzy, my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
No nor age can her — — 3 
She covets no praiſe, nor with envy is ſtung, 
She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and young. 
| Then, Chie, I ſadden muſt make my retreat, 
roſe is too blooming, too ſhort liv'd and ſweet ; 


But Jenay, thy myrile is laſting and green, 
424 al the year thro”, thou the ſame ſill ace ſeen. 


That 


SONG _ CXCV. 


IT 7 HEN firſt thy ſoft lips I but civilly prell, 
= Eliza, how great was my bliſs ! LS 
| "he fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt ; 
I lofi my poor heart with a kiſs. an 


That with May they firſt came, and with ſammet re. 


: And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your fight, f 


. I * can my tranſports 22 ; 
| FT wiſh, and I pant, to repeat the delight; 
And kiſs you again bo prok wy We 


Ina raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms ; 
Still ſtealing from favour to favour= - 
Now, now, O ye gods! let me fly to your arms, 

And kiſs you for ever and ever. 


s oN G cxcvi. 


Sung &y Mr. Pinto, is the Boca Ork. 


| 77 IRGINS are like the fair lows in ts lure, 
Which in the garden ename ground; 

Near it the bees in So flutter and eluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring ; 

To Covent- garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 

Y Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 


son CXCMIL 
E OLIN and PHOEBRE. 


br; the 2 — the bow's, 
And cowlſlips adorn green, | 
And the roſes refreſh'd by a ſhow's, Be 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
And the roſes refreſh'd by a ſhow's, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
In a cottage retir'd, there lives 
Young Colin with Phebe the fair. 
. The bleſſings each other receives, 
In mutual enjoyments they ſhare g 
The bleſſings each other receives, 
In mutual enjoyments rhey Hare: 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her Swain. 


The 


r 

The ſweets of contentment ſupply, | 
The ſplendor of grandeur and bade; 

No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 


Y 

"= 
While bleſt with his beautiful beige ; 

No wants, &c. : 4 

A 

L 


He wiſhes no greater delight, 

Than to tend on bis lambkins by day, | | A 
And return to his Phœbe at night, 1 
His innocent toil to repay ; | 

And return, &c. | 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 8 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives 1a the dale. | 


If delighted her lover appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs E 
If dejected, &c. 5 
She deſpiſes the ariful deceit, Ns 
That is praQtis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do refort 5 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepberds and nymphs do reſort: 
And lads tell the laſſes they die in. deſpair, EO 
Unleſs they're as kind as is Phebe the fair, — 6 


| " Ia 
Ye youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, Hi 
And each innocent fair one . 5 a... 
No longer be faithleſs in love,  W 
IT be dictates of honour obey; 1 £5 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 


The lines of honour obey. 


L169 J 


Br nymphs who with deauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the — 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the face: f 
And ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has join 'd, 
| Like Colin, be conſtant, like Pheœbe, be kind. 


E $ONG cCxcvi. __ : ; 
| Sung at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Worgan. - 4 


- OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when Pm — his fight ; i 
He wants to be with me where ever I go, 

The duce ſure is in him for plagueing me ſo. 15 
The deuce ſure is in him for plagueing me ſo. 


/ His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide, * 
He pipes and he ſings, tho I — and I chide: 
| I bid him depart, but he ſmiling ſays no, Wy 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguciog n me . ) 
The deuce ſure is in him, Ke. | 


; He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, . 
| Tafk him what favour he hopes to receive; 
His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſhes I glow, 
What mortal beſide him would plague 4 maid ſo. 
What mortal beſide him, &Cc. 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought From the wake, 
And ſoftly intreated I'd wear for his ſake; 
4 Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 

I ſure deſerve more for his plagueing me fo. 
yd ſare deſerve more, &c. 9855 1 
| | e 


no 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
Bot what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 
For I'd rather be married then plagu'd with him ſo. 
For I'd rather be married then plagu'd with him ſo. 


so G CXCIX. 


" T APPY's the love which meets return, 
| When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to diſcover, 9 
| The torments of a hopeleſs lover: 
Ve regiſter's of heaven relate, 
If looking o'er the roles of fate; 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow, 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow. 


Ah, no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
> Her love the gods above maſt ſhare; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a — do none her ; 
O lovely maid ! my doubts ile, 
E Wo ad bleſs me with 2. 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debarro, 
Sighing ſwain, the banks of Yarrow. 


But huſh ye fears, III not deſpair, 

| My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

| Then I'll go tell her all my anguifh, 
She's too good to let me languiſh: 
With ſacceſs crown'd, I'll not envy, 
| The folks that dwell above the ſky, 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe of Yarrow. 


SONG 


- -—_ 649 2 wh _—_— 


— > 


Wc oe 


3 


h 
= There —_— 


| There feather'd ſongſters dwell, 


Each riſing hill new proſpects yields, 
And captivates the mind; 


_ Fair Flora paints the * ſcene, 


h SONG CC. 

A Greenwich ! crown'd with ſweet * 
out thy park's diſplay'd ; 

laviſh charms invite 

Each youth and blooming maid ; 


To taſte — 54A rural ſhade, 


Where nought but love and nid . 
Where nought, &c. | 


ranging groves of lofty trees 
Wit ſp a 1. ſhades i 
The — of Phoebus ſultry rays, 


In pleaſing emblems of true love, 
Malodioes warbling through the grove. 


The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, 
Yield raptures anconfin'd ; = 44 


And decks with fragrant ſweets the green. 


The filver thames glides gently by, 
With peace and plenty crown'd ; 


Its glitt'ring ſurface chear the eye, 


Green oſiers mantling round; 


With wanton wavings as it goes, 
In various forms new beauty ſhews. 


From hill to dale, from dale to grove, 


Thy ſplendours ſhine around; 
And, viewing each, we fully prove, 
Tranſporting j Joys abound : 


While extacy inſpires the foul, 
And praiſing ne, we e praiſe che whole. 


I 2 


8 ON CCT. 


"HE lilies of France, and the brave Evglifh roſes 
Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhows; _ 

| | Bar our Edwards and Henry's, thoſe lillies have torn, 

And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have born; 

To ſhew that old England, beneath her ſtron lance, 

Has humbled the pride and the glory of France, 


What would theſe monſicur „ would they know dur 
they ran, 1 4 
Only look at the annals of 3 queen — 
We beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 
| When Marlbro' and Ruſſel enjoy'd the command; 
We'll beat them again boys ſo let them advance, 

Old England deſpiſes the infults of France. 


} Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 

| And threaten invaſion to England's fair coaſt ; | 

We bid them defiance ſo bid them come on, 

Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done; 

Monſieurs we will teach you a new Engliſh dance, 

To our grenadiers march, which wall ==. all 
France. 


Let's take ap our woſkets and gird on our r ſwords, 
And monſieurs ſhall find us as good as our words; 
Beat drums and ſound trumpets, huzza to our king, 


bring; 
Huzza for old England, whoſe ſtrong pointed lance, 
Shall humble the pride and the glory of France. 


r ee eee ee eee eee my . 


| Then welcome Belliſle with what troops thou * 


S o N 


— — 


— — 


„ 
SONG Cn. 
KITT FELL. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


= Wins beauxs to pleaſe the ladies write, 


Or bards to get a dinner by't, 
Their well- feign'd paſſions tell, 


Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her that bears che name 


Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty Fell, 
Oh——charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautifal and young. 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 


Alas! I know full well: 
I fee!, and I ſhall ever feel, 


The dart more ſharp than 8 ſteel, 


That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &e. 


Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid. 
To cure the wound which love had 8 
And bade a long farewell: 
But t' other day ſhe croſs'd the green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh I had nat ſeen, | 
My charmiag Kitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


| I aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way, 


To church, ſhe ſaid—1 cannot ſtay, 
Why don't you hear the bell? 


To church—oh! take me with thee there, 
— M pray d: ſhe would not hear my Prayer, 


Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 
Cruel Kitty, &c, 


13. 


| And 


1 174 J 


And now I find tis all in vain, 
T live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains todwell ; 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſeornful eye, 
In death my fault'ring tongue will * 
Adieu! dear Kitty F A. 
| Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 

Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


SONG CCI. 


We in pĩty bear, | 

my tender fighs _ 3 
To my — Screphon' s ear, 

All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſey fountain's fide, 
= Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd; 
| Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find. 


Gentle antes i in pity bear, 

{ My ſvighs, my tender fighs away ; ; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 
All my ſoft complaints oy. 


r 2 


Tell the falſe one how I mourn, 

{ __ Tell him all my pains and woes; 

| Tell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe. | 


i Gentle gales i in pity bear, 

My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


80 NG 


3 


The happieſt of men, with the greateſt of kings. 


Since cen death for their king they with R's 


0! bus ſee a cloud borſte, and an an age] appears >| 
Say, Fame,” cry'd the maid, ** is't not timeto sive 


« With * and famine, 2 and gore. 


Then no longer in rage let dread thunder be hurl'd, 
| But leave him to me, * 4 


"Tis done, and grea is to mercy inclia'd,, } 
Tube bleft word is 7 for the good of mankind;. 


us 1 


SONG CCIV. 


N the white cliffs of Albion 15 Fame where ſhe 
ſtands, 


And her ſhrill ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring 


lands ; 
Of the natives free-born, and their conqueſt ſhe ſings, 


George the third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory repeats, 
His vadiſmay'd legions, inviacible fleets ; 
Whom nor caſtles, or rocks, can from honour retard, 


regard. 


Tis peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in 


«o'er; 


His juſt right to aſſert, that the king amply uy'd,. 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can by parents abide ; 


"Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 
And our king! is a 6 it who dare,” 


14 ©. 


I 96 } 


(To Hodgſon and Kepple let bumpers next ſmile, 
And to all our brave troops who have taken Belliſle ; 


Still to humble the pride and the power of France.) 

Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to the 

| King, = FRE 8 
To the duke and the princeſs, and make the air ring; 

| May the days of great George be all happy and long, 

| And the man be {till right, who yet never was wrong. 


N. B. The fixth verſe was ſpoken by another perſon, 
| on the taking of Belliſle. e 


SONG CCV. 


7 HEN ſnow decends, and robes the fields 

tl In winter's bright array; 

FT ouch'd by the ſun, the luſtre Hades, | 

And weeps itſelf away: 

When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And ſhed a rich perfume; 

ow ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt, 
Ho ſhort liv'd is the bloom? 

er 8 I. 


— 
— K — 7 ˖˙— — — —  —— ——— 
— 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer roſe, 
l Hangs wither'd 'ere tis noon ; 
Ne ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 

Wo But mourn the pleaſure gone: 
Wich gilding fire the ev'ning ſtar, 

- Streaks the autumnal ſkies; 
Shook from his ſeat, it darts away, 
And in an iuſlant dies. 


| 


May they meet juſt reward, and with courage advance, 


Such 


80 
| 80 


LO 


| Thoo gh in ſearch of 


Still it murmurs as it flows, 


b n F 


| duch are the charms that fluſh the cheek, - 


And ſparkle in the eye; 
So from the lively finiſh'd form, 
The tranſient graces fly: 
To this the ſeaſons as they roll, 
Their atteſtations bring; 


They warn the fair, theirev'ry round 


Confirms the truth I fig. 


s ON G CCVL. 


Duzrro. Sung by Mr. Tenducei and Mrs. Pinto, ia 


Artaxerxes. Set by Dr. Arne. 


NAIR Aurora, . prythee tay, 
O retard unwelcome day, 


Thiok what anguiſh.rends my breaſt, 
|| Thus careffing, thus careſt; 


From the idol of my heart, 
Forc'd at wy — to — 25 


8 0 N G CCVIL 


Sung by Mr. Teaduce3 in the ſame. 


V AT ER parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the rivers tide, 

To the bubbling fount may flee, 

= Or thro” fertile valleys glide. 


vd repo 


1s 


repoſe, | 
free to roam ; 4 


Thro? the land 


Till it reach its native home. 


1x $ O NG 


uns ] 


SON G CCVIIL 
| Sung by Mr. Beard is the ſame. 


EHOLD on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand, 
Thy father's troubl'd i _ ſtand; 4. 
nn his face, what grief „ 
See he rolls his haggard eyes. . | 
Hark! “ Revenge; Revenge ;”* he cries, | 2 
1 Ho nts to his ſtill bleeding wound ! I 
Obey the h | 


revenge his death, 
And calm his ſoul that gave the breath. 


Sung by Mir. Beard in the ſame. 


HY father !—away A renounce the ſoft claim! | 
Thou ſpot to my honour — wg fame! 
Let « juſtice the traitor to puniſhment brin 
His father he loſt when he 5 his ing. 


SONG CCX. 


n. Pinto i the ſame. 1 by Dr. Arne. 


DIEU, thou lovely youth, 
Let hopes thy ſears remove; 
ceterve thy faith and truth, 
| But never doubt my love. 


* c 


SONG | 
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a bs Mr. Beard, in the — 


Much-lov'd ſon, if death 
Has ſtoln away thy vital n 
Til ſhare thy hapleſs fate. 
But e're the.dagger drinks my blood. 
A marther'd king at Lethe's flood 
The ndings ſhall relate. RE 


$ON 6 ocxir. 
* by Mr. $quidb, in the Jones: 


TAIR Semira, lovely maid, 
þ Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd, but conſtant heart; 
Fall ſaficient are the woes 
Which my cruel ſtars impoſe. . 
— Alas: has done its part: | 


5 ONG ccxin. 
Sung by Sig. peretti, Arens. 


N infancy.eur hopes and fears- 
Were to each other known, 

And friendſhip in our riper years 

Had twin'd our hearts m one. 


as = 
ob! clear him then from this offence, 
| Thy love thy du'y prove, 


| Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


$ONG CCcxlIV. 


Sung &y Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 


F o'er the cruel tyrant love 

A conqueſt I believ'd, 

The laat ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame 
Which love did firſt create, 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'riog mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which ah! I feel too much inclin'd 

To take a traitor's part. 


SONG COXV. 


Sung by the Jane, in the Jane. 
Le not rage, thy boſom bring, = 


Pity's ſofter claim remove, 
pare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Fourc d by duty, rack'd by love. 


| 1 


Fach ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt, 
Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows ow th? oppreſt. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 

pPity's ſofter claim remove, 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


| Heav'n, that ew ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne er my wretched ſtate can mend, 
1 alas at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover friend. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove, 
| Spare a heart that's juſt ex iring, 
| Porc'd by duty, rack'd Y love. 


SONG coxvi 
| Sang by Mr. Mattocks, in the ſame. 


HEN real joy we miſs, 
"Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 
To r reap ideal pleaſure: 
And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 


And conquers without ſcars, | 
The ſailor in his leep — 
Wich ſafety ploughs the deep. 


— —ũ—3 — _— 


* 
— 
— r — ———— CR 1 
= < . 


—_— — — 
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80 L through fancy's aid, 
Enjoy m as heav'nly- maid; 


And bleſt with k 4.4 and love, | 
Am. greater far than Jove. 


SONG CCXVIL. 
— by the ſame in the ſame. 
and com plain, 


* Al e I diſdain 


ted my wiſh to enjoy; 
WW "w 


On a lady's 4.7 | 
Or barter my — a toy. 
In love as in wary | 


I laugh ata fear 
And if my proud enemy 8 
The joy that remains, 

Is to lead her in chains, 


And gleen tho nch ſpoils of the fields. 


SO NG. ccxvul. 


e 


Let the danger of a ſon 
Excite vindictive ire, 
The proſpect of a kingdom won, 
Should light ambition's fire. 


CO 217 


_ 
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To wounded minds revenge is balm, 


With vigour they engage, 
And ſacrifice a Reg calm 


To a more p 


ng rage. 
SON G CCXIX. 
Sung by Mrs, Baker, in the ſame. 
He hard is my fate, 
How deſp rate my ſtate, 
When honour and virtue ercite, 


To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 


The object in whom I delight. 


vet amidſ all the woes 
My ſoul undergoes, 


| Thro' virtge's too rigid decree, 


I'll ſcorn to complain 
If the force of his pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


s ON G CCXX. 
ung by Mrs. Pinto, in the ſame. 


WO away! 


| From chearful day, 
| To the gloomy deſert fly, 
Paths explore 

Where lions roar, 


04 devouring ty gers lie. 


L 184 Þ 
Tho? for food 
They wade in blood,. 
All to ſave their young agree 3 
Every creature, 
Fierce by nature. 


Harmleſs is, compar'd to thee. 


s ON G ccxxil. 
— by the ſame, in the ſame. 


HE ſoldier tir'd of wars alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoftile arms, 

And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield ; 

But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 

He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 

| Aud dares again the — 


SO N G CCXXII. 


URST clouds and tempeſts roar, 
Ye rains in torrents pour, 
To quench this raging flame, 

Let awful thunder roll, | 

And dreadful Boreas bowl, 

When I repeat her name. 


| May Sol forget to riſe, 
Nor viſit more the ſkies, 
Till I Lucinda find: 
Ia vain ſhall I implore 
Kind heav'n to reſtore 


NI love her peaceful mind. 


CP A 


s ON G 


| 
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$ONG CCXXII. 
CE the god of day appearing, 


Gilds yon eaſtern azure ſkies, 
Sce the flow'rs their heads are rearing, 


And from drowzy flumbers riſe. 


But in hopeleſs love's no dawnin g. 


Of contentment's peaceful light, 
Vain to expect the chearful morning, 
All is one continued night, 


$ONG Ccxxiv. 
Ser by Mr. Hudſon, 


-ITHER Pee turn thine eyes, 
Nor longer hide the day, 
Give light and glory to the ſkies, 
And blooming to the May. 


Spring implores thy gentle aid, 


To rite in liv'ry gay, 


While norude blaſt ſhall pierce the glade, 


Or cool the warmth of May. 


Flora too invokes the pow'rs 
Of thy reviving ray, 

To ſcatter roſes ev ry hour, 
And ſcent the breath of * 


Come 


1 86.1 


Come, and giveto nature grace, 
To beauty quick convey ; 
That lovely excellence of face, 
That bluſh which charms the May. 


SONG c XV. 


4 Jets Duet and Chorus, in the Oratorio of 
Judas Maccadeus. 


8 the conquering hero-comes, 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drams, 
ports prepare, the laurel bring, | 

— of triumph to him fing. 


See the godlike youth advance. 
Breathe the flutes and lead the 3 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine 


| To deck the heroes brow vine. 


s oN G CCXXVI. 
| In the ſame. 


1 OVELY peace, with plenty crown'd 
Come ſprend thy bleſſing all around, 

Let fleecy flocks the hills adorn, 

And vallies ſmile with waving corn, 

Let the ſhrill trumpet ceaſe, nor other ſound 

Bar nature's  ſongſters wake the c morn. 


o 


= 


— — 


17 } 
SON G CCXXVIL 


A WAY to the woodlands away, 
A The ſhepherds are forming a ring 
To dance, to dance to the honour of May, 

And welcome the pleaſures of ſpring, 

And welcome the pleaſures of ſpring. 
The ſhepherdeſs labours a grace. 

And ſhines in her Sunday's array, 


| And bears, in the bloom of her face, 


The charms and the beauties of May, 
The.charms and the beaaties of May, 


| Away, to the woodlands, away, 


And join with the amorous train, | 


Tis treaſon to labour to day, 


Now Cupid and Bacchus muſt reign, 
_ arlands, of rimroſes made, 
crown'd with the ſweet bloomin 


Through woodland, and meadow, and 1 


I Aud die along the filent ſhore. 


Is dhakes the — of the ſpring. 


We ll dance 2 honour of May. 


8s 0 N G cx vn. 


EE the nat morn ariſe, 5 
Streak with red the bluſhing kkies, 
Zephyr from his balmy wing, 


” Shakes, &. 
Winter's vigour now is paſt, 


Joy and raptures ſmile at laſt, 
Swelling billows ceaſe to roar, 


a0 N 


. A „„ 8 
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SONG CCXXIX. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, in As You like It. 


HEN is their bn i in heaven, 
When earthly things made even, 
Atone, atone together, 


£ Kd Duke receive thy daughter, 


Hymen from heaven brought her, 
Yea brought her hither, 
That thou might'ſt join her hand with W 


Whoſe heart within his boſom is, 


SONG CCXXX. 


The warmth that in my boſom grew, 
warmth that in my boſom grew, 
When at my feet firſt Jemmy fell; 


Th — billing birds renew, 
T 


But maidens muſt not kiſs and ell; 


All nature then, as now, ſeem?d pleas'd,. 
The flocks were from confinement eas'd, 


From thick ſpread beach the gentle dove 
 Recall'd as now the world to love. 


As now black winter ſtorms were o'er, 


Thick fogs miſ-led our ſteps, no more, 
Each ſwain did then, as now, repeat 
Their home- ſpun ſports, with pi pe and feet. 


Come on my fair, (ſaid he) lets go 
To where the roſe and woodbine grow, 


if Where cuckoos cry, and lambkins bleat;. 
1 And violets ſpring thine eyes to meet. 


What 


191 


| What could I do, e're 1 Fi 
Againſt the ſweeteſt of the green, 
My hand I gave; what elle befell, 

| Though you may gueſs, I muſt not tel!. 


SONG — 


8 would you hope to . us, 

You muſt ev'ry humour try : 

| Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 1 * 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 1 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain ! 
Tho? we're ſhy and ſeem to fly, 
If you purſye we ds in vain. 
Shepherd, &c. . 


80NG CCXXXII. 


| Sung by Mr. Du- . in Mother Shipton. 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 

Upon my Chloe's face, 
| Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 

And bade me kiſs the place. 

| Pleas'd I obey'd, and from the wound 
., Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart; 
The honey on my lips I found, 

The fling within my heart. 


at 


SONG - 


. 
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$ONG CCXXXIL 


LASU 
Come, 
O come, 
and 


| Bring with thee ſweet dimpl'd love, 
Capid will with pleaſure rove ; 
Bacckus too mult join the train, 
Bacchus prompts the jocund ftrain ; 
Merry Momus too appear, | 
E Momus is a foe to care; 

Let me, let me join the choir, 
+ Pleafure is my ſouls defire. 


T' with Bacchus toſs the glaſs, 
And with Cupid take my laſs, 

Or with waggiſh Momus laugh ; 
Thus I'll love, and thus PI quaff. 
Hence with all your ſober rules, 
| Wretched pedants, prating fools, 
Muſty morals I deſpiſe, LS. 
Tove and mirth can make us wild. 


4a . ef 


| $ONG 


4 
F 


F# As freedom inſpir'd me I rang'd and 1 ſung, 
But if once a fmooth accent delighted my car, 


+ With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 


{ Ah! whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 
I ſtill muſt my Daphne's fair image renew, 


(6 9 1 


S8 ON G CCXXXIV. 
FN a vale ens by with weodlands where zn 


| And rivulets murmur, and echoes reſound, 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and my care | 
Since neither could win me the ſmiles of the fair. 
| Ivow'dto the muſes my time and my care. 


Since neither could win me the ſmiles of the fair. 4 


And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue, 


I ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne was near. 


Alluſions to none but the nymph I ador'd, 
And the more I with ſtudy ancy refin'd 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


The grace's have choſen with Daphne to rove, 
And the muſes are all in alliance with love. 


s oN G cexxxv. 3 


| WAKE my ha my Roſalind wake, 
Thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel's here; 


| Come ſhake off thy ſlumber thou queen of my heart, 


And let me thy beauties revere; 
And let me * beauties revere. 


Thy 


1 


Thy deareſt companions of mirth are all up, 
lo! yonder they trip o'er the plain; 
Oh come, or they'll chide the negle& of thy vow, 
And never believe thee again : 
Oh come, or they'll chide the negle& of thy vow, 
And never believe thee again, 
"_ never believe thee again. 


Oh coma, while the birds are all whiſtling around, = 
And teaching ſoft echo to fing; 

While morning, profuſe of unparalell'd ſieets, 
Drops ſpice on the zephyr's cool wing: 
Oh! now while the ſun at your window peeps in, 

And ſhoots his bold rays at thine eyes: 
Oh! now while thy ſhepberd, thy Paride?'s dere, 
ö _ Ariſe my dear Roſalind, ale. 


' $ONG CCXXXVI, 


AW you my father, 
Saw you my mother, 

| - Saw = true love John; 

N 2 told his only dear, 

5 * be would ſoon be here, 

But he to another is gone. 


I ſaw not your father, 
I ſaw not your mother, 
. But I ſaw your true love . 
He has met with ſome delay, 5 
Which caus'd him to flay, * 
But he will be here anon. 


Then 
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Then John he up aroſe, 

And to the door he goes, 
And tchirl'd, he twirl'd at the pit, 
The laffie took the hint, 
And to the door ſhe went, 


And ſhe tet her true love in. 


Fly up, fly up, 
My bonny grey cock, 


And crow when it is day, 


Your breaſt ſhall be 
Of the beaming gold, | 
And your wings of the filver grey, 


The cock he prov'd falſe, 
And untrue he was, | | 
For he crow'd an hour too ſoonz * 
The laſſie thought it day, 
So ſhe ſent her love away, 
And i proy'd but the blink of the moon. 


SONG CCXXXVIE. 


| Damon. | 

HEN Phillis was faithful and fond as ſhe's fair, 

F Wich a chaplet of roſes I braided my hair, 

Bat che willow, ſad ſhepherd, muſt ſhadow thy brow, 

For Phillis, no longer remembers her vow. 5 

To the groves, with fond Colin, my ſhepherdeſs flies, 

Waile Damon diſturbs the ſtill plains with his fighs. _ 
Waile Damon diſturbs the Kill plains with his fighs. 


{ i94 ] 


PaiLlLis. 


| Bethink you falſe Damon, before you upbraid, = 
When Phcebe's fair lambkins had yeſterday ftray'd 3 


* 'I'hro' the woodland you wanfer'd, poor Phillis forgot, 


+ And drove the gay rambler quite home to her cot. 
But a ſwain ſo deceitful, no damſel can prize, 
*Tis Phoebe, not Phillis, lays claim to your fighs. 

| Damon. 5 
Like ſammer, gay ſeaſon, young Phœbe was kind, 


And her manners were graceful, antainted her mind; 
Tho? the ſweets of contentment her cottage adorn, 


Tho? ſhe's freſh as the roſe-bud, and fair as the morn, 
Tho? ſhe ſmiles like Pomona—Thoſe ſmiles I'd refign, 
Wou'd Phillis be faithful and deign to be mine. 
1 Puiklis. 

| On his pipe, tho” blithe Colin ſo prettily plays, 


Tho' he ſings Tuch ſweet ſonnets, and writes in my praiſe, 


—_— — — : 


wtad ws nd . 


SY 


Tho? he choſe me his true-love laſt Valentine's day, 


When birds ſat like bride-grooms, all pair'd on the 


ſpray ; 


Fcould drive the gay ſhepherd far far from my mind 


Tf Damon, the rover, were conſtant and kind. 


. © Damon. 
| Fine folks, my dear Phillis, may revel and rang - 


Bat how fleeting the pleaſure that's founded on change, 


The villagers cottage ſuch happineſs brings, 
That prom with pity may look upon ws. 


Dont. 


To the church then let's haſten our tranſports to bind, 
Te 


And Phillis will always prove couſtant and kind. 


I. 


rr 


d ty 


- 


Tg) 
; 5 Damon. 8 f 
To the church then let's haſten our tranſports to bind, 
And Damon will always prove conſtant and kind. 


„ 
so NG CCXXXVII. 


FROM morning till night, and wherever I go, 
FH Young Colin purſues me, thoagh fill I ſay Nay 
Young Colin purſues me, though ſtill I ſay No. 
Ye matrons experienc'd, inform me, I "* 220 

In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I ſay? 

1, e matrons experienc'd, inform me, I pray, 


a, In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I fay, 5 


Soft ſonnets he makes on my beauty and wit, 
Such praiſes a boſom that's tender muſt hit; 
He vows that he'll love me for ever and aye; 


„ i « point that's fo critical, what can I fay. 


” He brought me a garland, the ſweeteſt e*er ſeen, 

he And ſaluting me, call'd me his heart's little queen: 
| In my breaſt, like a bird, I found ſomething play, 

I  Jloftrudt a young virgin then what ſhe muſt lay. 


#But vain my petition, you heed not my call, 
But leave me ungyarded, to ſtand or to fall, 
No more Þ" ll ſolicit, no longer P11 pray, 
Loet prudence inform me in what I ſhall ſay. 


2 hen next he approaches „ with care in his eye, 
If he aſks me to wed I vow I'll comply, | 
\t church he may take me for ever and aye, 


d, F ad I warrant you then I ſhall know what to day. 


K2 Saad 


_ Rb 


SONG CCXXXIX. > 
HEPHERD would'ſt thou here obtain K 
FH Pleaſure unallay'd with pain, Y 

Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere, 
Gentle ſhepherd, lend an ear. 4 
Cnonvs. | 1 
Artleſs deeds, and fimple dreſs, 8 

Mark the choſen ſhepherdeſs. 

Seorn to reliſh calm delight, 4 
Verdant vales, and fountains bright, EK 
Trees that nod on {loping hills, c 
Caves that echo tinkling rills, , | 
If thou canſt no charm diſcloſe, | a 
In the ſimpleſt bud that blows, 1 1 
So, forſake thy plain and fold, | | A 
F. Join the crowd, and toil for gold, 5 
Fas: 5 Artleſs deeds, e. | : 
Tranquil pleafares never cloy, . = {| — 
ZBaniſ each tumultous joy, I 
All but love—for love inſpires 2 = 


Fonder wiſhes, warmer fires, . 


Love, and all its joys be thine, 
Yet, e ere thou the reins refign, 
Hear what reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hear attentive—and obey. 


Artleſs deeds, &e. 
Cetimſon x 


[ 97 ] 


Crimſon leaves the roſe adorn, 


But beneath them lurks the thorn, 


Fair and flow'ry is the brake, 
Yet it hides the * ſnake. 


Dares the fleecy garb deride, 


Ar tleſs a 4. 


— 


Tbink not ſhe, whoſe empty pride | # 


Think not ſhe who, light and vain, 
Scorns the ſheep, can the ſwain, 


Let not luere, let not pride, 


Artleſs dvd xe. 


Draw thee from ſuch charms aſide, | 


See, to ſoeeten hy repoſe, 


Lo ! to crown the healthful board, 
All that milk and fruits afford. 


Seek no more _—_ refs 3 in vain, 
3 ending ſoon in pain. 
nguiſh lightly gilded o'er, 


Have not hefe their proper ſphere ? 
Gentler 3 triumph here. 


Artleſs deeds, xc. | 


| The bloſſom buds, the fountain flows, 


Lues devds, gte. | 


E- Cl e the wiſh, and ſeek no more. : 


_ 


Axtleſs doeds, te 


SONG 
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SONG CCXL. 


OHNNY and jenny being met 
To make a party at piquet, 


As captivated Johnny's heart; 
Sweet converſe he propos d for eaſe, 
+ The fair reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe. 


From this ſacceſs the youth made bold 

His inward ſecrets to unfold, 

That love had ſeiz'd his tender breaſt, 

And Jenny all his thoughts poſſeſt, 
Muſt die if ſhe refus'd him eaſe, 

Still ſhe reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe. 


Accuſtom'd to a maiden's viles, 

He meets her unconcern with ſmiles, 
| Vows that in ſpite of all her plan, 

| He muſt and would be ſtill the man; 

Would in his turn begin to teaze, 

| Yet ſhe reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe. 


| *Tis all a joke young Johnny cries, 
T read the paſſion in your eyes; 
Strait I will take the licence out, 
And ſee if then you'll be as ſtout: 
Either herſelf or him to eaſe, 
| Still the reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe. 


Now, caught in midſt of all her game, 
| Laughing, ſhe owns him not to blame, 


She play'd her game with ſo much art, 


And 


= OA At 


— ©, 
And from a practis'd lovers ſchool, 
Gives to the inan this certain rule, 


Would they obtain the fair with eaſe, 
Teach them to liſp, E'en as you pleaſe. 


SONG CCXLI. 


| OUNG Thyrfis (ſure the blitheſt ſwain 

1 That ever tript the ſylvan plain, 5 

Or ſigh'd for virgin fair, 
Or figh'd for virgin fair.) 
Woo' d Delia; but the cruel dame 
With cold negle& return'd his flame, — 
Nor would, nor would the ſhepherd hear, 

Nor would, nor would the ſhepherd hear. 


For her he danc'd, for her he ſung, 
For her his tuneful lyre he ſtrung 

Tuo er'ry pleaſing air; 

By each engaging art he ſtrove 

To gain attention to his love; 

But lo! ſhe would not hear. 


Then by her ſcorn provok'd, he ſaid, 
Since thus my tender vows are paid, | 
Know that relentleſs fair, 


Some other nymph I'll rive to find 


Who to my paſſion will be kind, 
And lend a pitying ear. 


By feigning change, her heart he try'd, 
A rival piqu'd her female pride, 
: The thought ſhe could not bear; 
Why Thyrſis with ſuch haſte away? 
O ſlay ſhe cry'd, kind ſhepherd ſtay, 5 
And I thy ſuit will hear. eh 
e | K4 | SONG 
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8 ONG cνιf 


| 1 Do as I will with my a 
He never once thinks I am wrong, 

loves none like me on the plain, 
pleaſe him ſo well with my ſong. 

A 105 is my ſhepherd's delight 
hs hears me with joy all the day; 
And is ſorry when comes the dull night, 

That baitens the end of my *. 


| When with ſpleen, and with care fore oerl, 
He aſks me to ſooth him the while, 

| My voice ſets his mind ſoon at reſt, 

And the ſhepherd will inſtantly ſmile. 
Since when or in mead, or in grove, | 

By his flocks, or the clear river's ſide, 

I fing my belt ſongs to my love, 

For to charm him is grown all wy pride. 


| 

| 

| 

No beauty had I to endear, 

No treaſure of nature or art, | 
Bot my voice, that had gain'd on his ear, 
| Soon found out the way to his heart: 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng, 

| Then I bore the rich prize off with eaſe, | 
And my fame's gone abroad with my long. 
| But let me not jealouſy raiſe; 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain, 

Enough then for me is his praiſe ; 


| 
| I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 3 
When 
' 


= you ve nectar to gladden your mind. 


— 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 


Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


Heed not while life's on hs wing, 
Wbat fate, or what fortune may bring 5 
Nor think of care or of ſorrow; — 
Nor think of cure or of ſorrow. 4 
Would you know why ſo happy and gay, 

I've liv'd (my companions) to-day, 

And will waſte not a thought on — - 
And will * not a thought on to- morrou. 


What r s already are OTTER 
The joys my fond heart might have known, oY 
| I could not repeat without ſorroõ-w. 
When eagerly brimm'd the briſk wine, 
When love balf conſenting was mine, 
A whiſper came, Stay till to- morrow. 


F1l live, for Pm wiſer at laſt; 
The preſent will pay for. the paſt ; ; 
No moment of future I'll borrow : : 
The cheat now I fairly deny, 
On to-day you mult only rely, | 
Laok not for a friend in to-morrow. 


Vu catch ev 2 ſoift- lying hour, 
I'll taſte ev'ry joy in my pow'r, : 
1 And teach you to ſmile away forrow,. 
If love now bids beauty be kind, 


Have nothing to do with tG-morrow. =» 
Ks 8 N 


Lore ſounded ſo ſlightly, can never prove true, 


| 


1 


SONG CCXLIV. 


| 3 Strephon long doated on Phcebe the fair, 


Whoſe heart of his anguith did ſecretly ſhare, 
But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 


| She r check d che ſoft dictates of love. 


8 2 She prudently, &c. 


I The beauties you fancy (the fair one would ſay) 


Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay. 


rn bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


0 wrong not your beauty, reply d the fond ** 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain, 5 
Though age, like a winter, may blaſt thy fair prime, 

Vet * full blooming, gain vigour by time. 


(The tren gth of my eyes, with your charms will de- 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; ; 
While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
[| Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as tis now. 


chloe, 


That make fancy'd evils like real ones appear, 


The ſwift flying moments with ardour improve, . 
| | And grant the reward that 1s due to my love ; $ 


| Kind Phebe aſſenting. believ'd the fond youth, 


Who prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth, 


And though envious age may her beauty impair, 
Her virtue and honour will ever be fair, 


SONG 


Then baniſh, dear Phœbe, each doubt and each fear | | 


4 
<3 


| 


| 
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D EMEMBER Damon you did tell. 
Ia chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 


And here am left to make my moan : 


To doleful ſhades I will remove, 

Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love; | 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely walks of willow green. 1 5. 


Upon my dear's deluding e. 


Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung; 
That when his words had filence broke, 
You would have thought an angel ſpoke: 
Too happy nymph! whoe'er ſhe be, 


That now enjoys my charming he; 
For, Oh! I fear it to my coſt, | 
She's found the heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 


A ſnake may hide, or take its birth; 
So his falſe breaſt conceal it did, 
His heart the ſnake that there lay hid : 


| Dis fooliſh to ſay we happy are, 
| Since men delight thus to enſazre ; 


In man no woman can be bleſt, 


Their vows are wind, their loves a jeſt. 


2 in pity to my grief, 


Send me my Damon, or relief ; 
Return the wild delicious boy, 
Whom oace I thought my ſpring of joy: 
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But whilt I'm degriag of this bliſs, 


Methinks I hear you anſwer thus ; 
When Damon has enjoy'd, he flies ; 


| 


| 

. The wond'rous to purſue, 
| The wond' tous to purſue; 

| ned, both in country and in town, 

| Tue curious courtier, cit and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new, 

| Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 


|  Hiltorians mult be true; 

[How therefore ſhall we find a road, 

tf Though diſſertation, ſong, or — 4 
To sive you ſomething new. 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
| And ſo is honour too: 
he papers of the day imply, 
} No more than that we live or die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 


| Iwe ſee alice, the woeful dearth, 

Un melancholy, or in mirth, 
| Then what will ladies do; 
sc ek virtue as the immortal prize: 
Min ane, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 

2 For that 15 ſomething new. 
| 
[| 


| Who ſces him, loves; who loves him, dies. 
SONG CCXLVI. 


N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 


And what is ready made they make, | 


SONG 


, 
5 
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SONG CCXLVIL 


x: courted by Strephon, what pains he then 


Each — on my charms to refine, 
S Each day on my charms to refine ; 
So much of an angel he ſaw in my look, 
1 That he ſwore I was ſomething divine, 
He ſwore I was ſomecking divine. 


Like Venus in beauty, like Juno in gait, 
Like Pallas moſt wonderful wiſe ; 
And thus of three deities, fairly in prate, 
| 2 parloin'd, to 'pleaſe me, the lies. 


But when I was mars; more crouble he . 
To make me a woman again; 


My notions celeſtial, ſo much did abound, 
That a goddeſs I ſtill would remain. 


% 


| But, finding that his —— would ceaſe, 

E My ſenſes at laſt were reſtor'd 

From ſublimity, gently deſcending to peace, 1 
I begg'd to be h not ador'd. 


Be cautious, ye youths, with the nymph that you prize, 
© Nor too much her beanty commend ; 

When once you have rais'd the fair maid to the ſkies, 
To the carth wel not eaſy deſcend. 


SONG 
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OVE never more ſhall give me > 
L My fancy's fix d on ” wm 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggey if thou die: 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love ſo true to me; | 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary if thou die. 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſ t, | - 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray; 


In dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, Su 
In ſighs the ſilent day: : | 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, r 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee; | 
Then I'll renounce all women kind, i 
My Peggey after thee. = 
No new-blown beauty. fires my breaſt, ET 


With Cupid's raving rage; 
Bat thine which can ſach ſweets impart, 
| Muſt all the world engage; | E 
Twas this that like the morning ſun, | 
Gave joy to life and me; | 2 
And when its deſtin'd day is done, 
Wich Peggey let me die. >» : = 


Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous love,. | 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare; 11 
Tou, who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the Fair: 4 


Reſtore. 


q 
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| Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 


Oh! never rob them from thoſe arms, 
I'm loſt if Peggy die. 


s ON G ccxlxix. 


EAR a meand”ring river” ; fide, 
A beautiful damſel I eſpied; 


| Her ſparkling eyes and graceful mien, 


Made her appear like love's fair queen. 
Her — eyes, &c. 


| She ſat beneath a rock juſt by, 


No creature near ſhe could deſery; 


To ſcreen her from the ſultry heat, 


She chole the ſecret bleſt retreat. 


: But, ah! what adamantine heart, 


Could then refuſe love's pointed dart; 3 


I thought I heard the urchin ſay, 


This 3s the time, make no delay. 


| Eager f flew, at his command, 


And took my charmer by the head; 


The trembling fair was full of fear, 


And ſaid, ** I hope no harm is near * 


I TY claſp'd her lovely waiſt, 


And ſwore no mortal was more challe; 


} Her coral lips I ſoftly preſt, 


And view'd ber — . breatt. 
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The ſmiling god this ſcene ſurvey'd, 
And pierc'd the kind, the blooming maid ; 
With equal flame our hearts did burn, 
And love for love did each return. 


SONG CCL. 
1 7 HAT harm in ſo ſimple a token of love, 


'Y Icall'd him the prince of the garden and grove; 


He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew, 
Vet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue. 
e He wore it freſh, &c. 
Can ſmiles and ſoft accents derifion convey, 
No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they; 
He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, 


And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid... | 


In my quick mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny; 


And the cold-hearted prudes, oh, how wary they ſhun, | 


The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone. 


Your thoughts then, dear ſiſter's, with caution conceal, | 


The ſoft growing paſſion be flow to reveal; 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, 
That granting a whiſper is granting too much, 


SONG CCL 


O ſeornful beauty e'er ſhall boaſt, 
She makes me love in vain; | 
The man's a fool that once is croſs'd, 
If e'er he loves again: 
To whine or pine [ never can, 
Nor tell her I muſt die; 
"Tis ſomething ſo beneath a man, 3 
To do it, no, no; to do it, no, no; to do it no not J. 


; | The © 


ke 


The doating ſwain with folding arms, 


Muſt I bewail his woeful fate, 


For me the ſex their toils may ſet, 


Their wiles and ſmiles at once may meet, 


: Excuſe me, no not l. 


ij 
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May hope the live-long day ; 
A ftranger [I to love's alarms, 
Will laugh my time away : 
Of darts, of hearts if e'er he prate, 
Or heave a penſive ſigh; 


Believe me no not I. 


To catch the roving mind ; 
I break through ev'ry cobweb net, 
Nor leave my heart behind: 


And all their cunning try; 
Then muſt [ languiſh at their feet 


s ONO cli. 


H! Phillis forbear, nor upbraid the 2 boy, 
Though Amyntor has lighted your charms, 
Though Amyntor has flighted your charms : 


| You miſtook cold reſerve for innocent joy, 


And drove the dear youth from your arms, 
And drove the dear youth from your arms. 


There” s Daphne fits pining all careleſs and looſe ; 


Yet with art ſhe firſt conquer's the ſwain; 


But the ways which had won, now * to uſe, 


So Corydon rambles again. 


| Attend my dear girls and my methods purſue, 


Avoid ev'ry look of diſdain ; 


What need of a frown, when a ſmile will ſubdue ? 


1 hen gild with good humour the chain. 1 


* 210 


My Damon, be toys with the maids ev'ry day, 
I fee i it but ſtill know his heart; 


And conquer with innocent art. 


Fatigu'd with the chace, or with buſineſs o'ercome, 
If pettiſh by chance he returns; 


When he comes, ev'ry wiſh that can charm, I diſplay, 


With eaſe and good nature I welcome him home, 


And his — with gratitude burns. 


so N G ccun. 


Ws Czlia chants the rural lay, 

| What tranſpgrts fire my breaſt, 
What tranſports fire my breaſt: 

Whene'er ſhe itrikes the trembling ſtring, 

| Methinks I'm more than bleſt. 
Methinks I'm more than * 


Where Celia i is, no fordid gloom, 
Or flow pac'd tear can dwell ; 

Celia can charp all theſe away, 
And care itſelf expel. 


As once the grove the fair one — 
And tun'd the Sylvan ſtrain, 
A latte to imitate her ſtrove, 
But ſtrove, alas! in vain. | 


Her mattin ſong ſhe ceas'd. to fing, 
Or hail the riſing down; 

But bid adieu. in plaintive notes, 
7⁰ ev'ry * and lun. 


To 


21 1 
To rage (poor bird) a victim fell, 
To think in vain ſhe'd try'd ; 


Then ftretch'd a wing, and dropp'd the . 
Forſook the ſkirs and died. * pray, 


SONG CCLV. 


'OU tell me my Chloe inconſtant is you: - 
That her roſes and lillies are not all her own; 


\ Well let it be ſo, *tis the ſame thing to — | 


For trifles like theſe we will ne'er diſa 


Or from art or from nature I care not il 


While — and * humour do ſmile on her brow. 


Or from art, &c. 


1 eben his time when my Chloe was known, 


Superior to moſt, and inferior to none; 


| Beauty Ike flowers on a hot ſummer's day, 
No ſooner in bloom but it falls to decay: 
And though ſhe be falſe, while to me its ne 
| Pl haep, 


iſs, and love her, for what ſhe has done, 


SONG CCLV, 


0 V. is the thin diſguiſe of art, 


That ftrives to hide a lover's heart; 


| | No guile, no cunning can concel. 


The ſelf-betraying flames I feel: 
Forc'd as I am at length to own, 


| What to the world has long been known; 
Forc'd as I am at length to own, : 


What. to * wu has _-s been = known. | 


11 5 
My folded arms, my footſteps flow, 
My ſtarting tears, my looks of woe; 
fe and a thouſand ſymptoms prove, 
That much I ſuffer, much I love; 
Theſe and a thouſand ſymptoms prove, 
That much I ſuffer, much I love. 


Then Amoret, no longer feign, 
Thyſelf a ſtranger to my pain; 
Do thou appear no longer blind, 
To ſee what's ſeen by all mankind; 
Ah! who but marks, when thou art by 
The languor of my doating eye; 
The frequent changes of my cheek, 
The fighs that from my boſom break; 
 'Theſe and a thouſanq ſymptoms tell, 
Ties Amoret I love ſo well. 


SONG CCLVI. 
| V ſhepherd is gone far away ver the plains, 


Tho? blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 


Tho? trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the thornz 


No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jockey's away; 
Forlorn I fit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 


|| Haſte, haſte, to my arms my dear Jockey again. 


Haſte, haſte, to my arms my dear Jockey again. 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 

They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee: AY 
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Dre 


Vi While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain 


— 


„ 8 
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No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't are; 
It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd in a —_—_— be here ; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes 1 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will a bade; 
Then farewell each care, adieu each vain 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I? 
PI fag on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When — returns to my arm back ** | 


SONG CCLVIL 


S o'er the lawn young Sandy ad kim 
While kids and lambkins round Kipp d, 
Al bonny, blithe and gay; 


| F So ſweet he tun'd his pipe and reed, 


He charms around each verdant micad, 


And uſher's in, and uſher's in the My, 
And uſher's in the my. | | 


Bat Sandy he is a' unkind, 
| My ſighs nor plaints he * n mind, 8 


Yet ſtill I love the ſwain : 
For much I fear another ſhe, 


Attracts his mind inſtead of me, 


And cauſes a* my pain. 
OW may the maid wheree'er they meet, 


| His warmeſt wiſhes ſtill complete, 


United with her own: 
Guard the dear boy, each ſacred — | 


Your choiceſt bleſſing on him ſhow'r, 


Her life with pleaſure crown, 


Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 


* 


I 


Ye 


Young Jockey 
He took his bonnet off this head, 


EE rs re nn OEMS - 
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E blitheſome lads and laſfes gay» 
geg fleeing lay, 
in 
Wickin the flow 7X: 00 

— ſleeping lay, 
Wichin the flow ry vale, 
r 

By chance did me 


Ry 


And gently ſat down by. 


The ſwain though I moſt dearly priz'd, 
Yet now I would not know, 

But with a frown my face * 
And ſtrove away to go: 

ut fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And at my feet did lye; 


His beating heart it thamp'd ſo faſt, 


I thought the lad would die. 


But, ftill reſolving to deny, 
e ſurer him to gain) 


. did the love- ſick jockey 3 Hh 


In words of high diſdain : 
He left me never to return, 

And to young Jenny flew; 
While 1 my folly daily mourn, 


2 


For Sightings one ſo true. 


3 Gy — 8 


%% 


s ON G CCLIX. 
In the Oratorio of Abel. 


OW chearful along the ga 
The daiſy and cow ſlip ap 
The flocks as they careleſsly 
Rejoice in the ſpring of io __, | 
The my myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, _ frets, and ſweet how'rs, 
All riſe to che p of my God. 


| Shall man, the great maſler of all, 

| The only inſenfible prove, 

Forbid it, fair gratitudeꝰs call, 
N orbid it devotion and love. 


| The Lord, who ſ ach wonders could raiſe 
And ftill can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, 

My foul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 


$ONG CCLX. 


\AIREST iſle all iſles ; 
| Seat of pleaſure and of love, 
Venus here will chuſe her dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian grove, 
upid from his favourite nation, nb, 1 
Care and envy will remove, 
Jealouſy that poiſons paſſion, 
And deſpair that dies for love, 


Would 
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Gentle murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love, 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 
| Shall be all the pains you prove. 
Ev'ry ſwain ſhall pay his _ 
ſhall prove, 


_ Gratefulev'ry nymph 
And, as theſe excel in beauty, 
Theſe ſhall be renown'd for love. 
$ONG CCLXI. 
ELL me no more of pointed darts, 


The hyperboles of love ; 
The hyperboles of love. 
Be honeſt to yourſelf and me, 
Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your ſuit may move, 
And then your ſuit may move. 


Why call me angel? why divine? 
Why muſt my eyes the ftars outſhine? 
Can ſuch deceit prevail? 
For ſhame, forbear this common rule ; 
Tis low, *tis inſult ; calls me fool; 
Wich me twill always fail. 


you obtain an honeſt heart, 
Addreſs my nobler, better part; 

| Pay homage to my mind : 

The paſſing hour . on the day, 
And beauty quickly fades away, 
Nor leaves a roſe behind. 


3 a 
* 

* 

4 


Of flaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 


11 
Let then your open manly ſenſe 
The The ey ornaments diſpenſe, 


And to my worth be true : 
So may your ſuit itſelf indear, 
Not for the charms you ſay 1 wear, 
/ _ Bat thoſe I find i in you. 


| 
SONG CCLXI.. 


N tree-top'd kill, or turfied green, 
| While yet Aurora's veſt is ſeen, 

| While yet Aurora's veſt is ſeen ; 

Before the ſun has left the ſea, 

Let the freſh morning breathe on me, 
Let the freſh morning breathe on me. 


To furze-blown heath, or paſture mead, 
Do thou my happy footſte ps hed, - 
Then ſhew me to the 2 ſtream, 
Of which, at night, ſo oft I dream. 


At night the mazy wood Ill tread, 
With autumn-leaves and dry moſs ſpread, | 
And cooling fruits for thee prepare, 


For ſure, [ think thou wilt be there. 


Till birds begin their evening ſong, 
Wich thee the time ſeems never long; 
O let us ſpeak our love that's paſt, 
And count how long it has to — 


Pl ay eternally, and thou 
Shalt only look as kind as now; 

I aſk. no more, for that affords 
What i is not in the force 1 wah 
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0 N CCLAIL. 


; Nee the fide of a fiream there ure a young 


7 As beauteous as damſel cond "= 

And when with the laſſes ſhe frolick'd and play's, 

N No lambkin more blitheſome than ſhe, 

, No lambkin more blitheſome than ſhe. 
Her eyes were like floes, and her boſom as white, 

r As ſnow-cover'd mountains are ſeen : 

Each charm and each grove that could paſſion excite, 
Were found in fair Kate of the green, 

Were found in fair Kate of the green. 


| Young Jockey, who pi pip'd on the neighb' ring plain, 
4 Oft tempted the fair one abroad 

Aud ſtill as _— play'd her each raviſhing ſtrain, 

2 A kiſs was the ſhepherd's reward. 

Then ſighing he'd praiſe, in ſoft accents of love, 

; Her delicate ſhape and her mein, 


Flis pathos for Kate of the green. 


The nymph oft had heard the deceits of med! | 

A How cruel their love, and how baſe, = 

And vow'd to her lover, again, and again, 

No ſhepherd ſhould work her diſgrace : 

She told him how Suſan was left in the lurch, 
How knaviſh young Colin had been, 


80 prudent v was Kate a * 


: And ſwore that no power his paſſion could- move, Z | 


* 
, 
. ; 
$7 


1 


„ Then talk d of che e the parſon and church, * 


ch, 


In tranſport, 


A bridegroom ſo 
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Well pleas'd with the proſpect of bliſs, 


And ſeal'd her conſent with a kiſs. 


So — a ſight — was 
happy, ſo pleafing a bride, - 


— a, — 


3 


s ON G CCLXIV. 


RECITATILY 8: 


And gently woo'd and ſweetly ſung, 


The nymph i in a diſdainful air, 


Thus ſmiling, mock mock'd the ſhepherd's care. 
3 
Swain I know that you diſcover 


In my form a thouſand charms, 
Can you point me out a lover 
Worthy my encircling arms: 
| Boy no more approach my beauty, 
Till you equal merit boaſt, 
To adore me is a duty, | 
T witneſs to their coſt. 


OY A 


: On . to the heart, the redd'ning (wain, 


e Vain maid retorts __ 


L2z 


r 7 HILST Strephon on fair Chloe hung, 


The ſwain, wha in filence, had heard all her vows, 
proteſted he'd make her his ſpouſe, | 
To church with their nei . 


Als 
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Fooliſh creature, did each feature, 
Bloom beyond the pride of nature, 
Artful feigning, coy, diſdaining, 

Vain coquette deſtroys them all. 

So o'er-bearing, proud. inſnaring, 
Lay a thouſand fops deſparin g, 
Then complying, ſighing, dying, 
To ſome fool a victim fall. 
Nymphs, like you, whilt! they're deceiving, 

Angels all in front appear, - 
Bat the ſot their arts believing, 
Finds the devil in the rear. p 


SONG cctxv. 


| — thraſh that makes the vernal year 

| Sweeter than Flora can appear, 
As Philomel attends thy lay, . 

Sdhe envies the return of day: \ 

F The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 

At thy rich warbling ſhall be mate, 

Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 

Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark bow the blackbird wooes his love, 
The ſkill d muſician of the grove, 
On thorn as perch'd, he nobly fings, 


= A cadence for the ear of kings; 


| Sublime and gay, ſoft and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen, 
Nature's muſic thus 1mproves, 
All the graces and the loves. 


WR 1 4 
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SONG CCLXVI. 


WI ſouthern gales and vernal ſhow'rs, 
Each landſkip fill'd with herbs and flow rs, 
The foreſt, meadow, hill and dale, | 
The univerſal bounty hail : 

Swains and nymphs with mandelay,' 

Come and join the vocal ſpray. 


With gleeful notes your voices raiſe, 
Io ſpring in ſongs of boundleſs rage 


SONG ccLxvi. 3k 


Aer my admirers when Damon appears, | 
ot How great is the contraſt ta their foppiſtraire, 
Ho great is the con:raſt to their foppiſh airs: 


Good ſenſe and good nature beam forth in his face, 


And dignity o'er all his form adds a grace 
Good ſenſe and good nature beam forth in his face, 
And dignity o'er all his form aces a grace, 


He's handſome, polite ; his wit eaſy and free ; 
Their talk's only nonſenſe, ox pert.repartee.; * 
Their flatt'ry unmeaning, no charms can imparts 


5 He praiſes my form, but makes love to my heart. 


= The flame of thoſe lovers, ſo trifling and gay, 
Would be mighty infipid, or ſoon would decay, 
But he loves with paſſion—then blame me who can, 
If 1 in owning that Dameg' 5 the man, | 


TY 3 SONG | 


1 
. 
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SON G CCLXVII. 


OLLOW a ſhadow, ſtill it flies you, 
| Seem to fly, it will purſue, 

So court a miſtreſs, ſhe denies you, 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll court you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll! court you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll court you. 


Say, are not women truly then 
Snl'd but ſhadows of us men? 

Say, are not women truly then 

Stil'd bur ſhadows of us men? 


At morn; and ev'ning ſhades are longeſt, 
| At noon they're ſhort, or none; 
So men at weakeſt, they are ſtrongeſt, 
Bat grant us perfect, * unknown. 
Tay, 4 &C. 


so NO CCLXIX. 


H! end the various pow'r of found 
Point out a lover's an 

Then wou'd the notes with li rebound, 

F Then would ſprightly languiſh : 

Well may the Cer pet Safe /- 

Hope, and the ſofter lute deſpair, 
Now let notes with life rebound, 
Now let them ſweetly languiſh, 


But when ſhe frowns ient ſtill, 


Cana ſhe my 1 — ſti 
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Thos with my heart, when Delia ſmiles 
Soon it exults with leaſure, 


I eſeek a ſofter meaſure: 
Oh! would you with me ſympathize, 


Watch but the motions of her eyes, 
Now, & e. | 


Oo NG CCLXx. 


O® lovely Delia Rill, — 
To fly purſuing 


To fly purſalng tore ? 


And always 3 prove * 
And ho ſcornful prove * 


wich 880 and tears I told my tale, 


And did it oft repeat; 
But S and tears will not avail, 
all my hopes defeat. 


Pity my fate, ye pow'rs above, 


Relax the fair one's heart, | „ 
And grant that Delia may in love 4 
With Corydon bear A ** 7 


8 o NG CCLXXL. 


FAIL politeneſs, pow'r divine, 
Pleas'd we bend before thy ſhrine, 


Studious of the true bon ton, 
Lovers of the Cotillon. 


„  poltenſ, &c; 
L 4 F launting | 
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Flaunting belles, and powder'd beauxs, 
Houſe- wives dreſt in Sundays cloaths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 

Learn to dance the cotillon. 


„ doctors, leave their fees, 
Careful but to dance with eaſe, 
Nimbly how they trip along, 

In the charming cotillon. 


High and low, and rich and poor, 
Tbink on humble joys no more, 
All with danciag madneſs ſtan, 

Doat upon the cotillon. l 


EBath and Tunbridge wells, adieu! 
Now no more we think on you; 
True politeneſs is our own, 
Since we've learn'd the cotillon. 


s ON G {COLXXH, 


INCE ev'ry charm-on-earth's combin'd 
| In Chloe's face, in Chloe's.mind, 
EW hy was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty ? 
EWhy was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
EW hat robs me of my liberty ? 


FUntil that fatal hapleſs day, 


My life was lively, -blithe, and gay, 


F roy'd with ev'ry nymph but thee, 
Who robb'it me of my liberty. 


Think 


—— —— «* 3 0 IE 


—— — «* — „ m= — 4 


Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


18 UGHTFUL nights, and leh nin” 
Broken faith, unkind, forſaking, 


| Hopes deceiving, » vain endeavours, 


_ Falſe proteſting, fleeting favours, 


Fears tormentin z, paſſions ending, 
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Think then, dear Chloe, e're too late; 
That death muſt be my hapleſs fate, 


If love and you do not agree. 
To ſet my heart at liberty. = 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 


Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy ev'ry clown I ſee 


Then follow Hymen's happy train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain, 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, 


N wiſh for — — 


SONG CCLXXW. 


Oh! the pains that we endwe! 
Ever doubting, never 1 
Ever doubting, never ſure. 
What a race has love to men, 
Ev? ry, ev Ty way unde ne. 


Still complaing, and defending, 
Both to love, yet nct agre:, 


Oh! the Pang 38s of sf | | 
— 


„„ 

From ſuch painful ways of living, 

Oh ! how ſweet could love be free? 

till preſenting, ſtill receiving, 
Fierce, immortal ecſtacy. 


s oN G CCLxxIVv. 


| 7” tle gales that fan the air, 
Cd — in the ſhad 
D whiſper to my abſent fair, 

My fecret pain and endleſs love. 


hen at the ſultry heat of day, 
She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool retreat, 
brow ſpicy odours in her way, 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 


ind when ſhe ſees their colours fade, 
And all their pride neglected lie, 

t that inftruE the charming maid, 
That ſweets not gather'd timely die. 


ad when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious virgin ſhew 
Fho tis that love's Camilla beſt, 
And what for her Pd undergo. 


'$ON G CCLXXV. 


- PRING returns, the fauns advance, 
I Leading on the ſprightly dance; 
ading on the ſprightly dance; 


y grove, 


O'er 


a 6. r 


— aa a aS a 


wy 
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@'er the fallow, o'er the 5 
Thro' the ſunſhine, thro? t ſhade ; 
Whilf I forlorn, and penſive ſtill, 

Sit ſigbing for my daffodil. 


See the wonton nymphs appear, 
Smiling all, as ſmiles the year; 
Sporting, print wher're they tread, 
Daiſy ground, or 3 bed. 


Now the ſwain, wich wat ry ſhoe, 
Bruſhes by the morning dew, 
With officious love * 
Freſh-blown cowſlips to his fair. 


Gentle nymphs, forſake the mead, 


To my love for pity plead; 
Go, ye ſwains, and ſeek the fair, 
This my laſt petition dear. 8 


Sweeteſt maid that e'er was ſeen 
Dance at wake, or trip the green, 
See a love- ſick fighing ſwain ; 
Hear my vows, relieve my paia, 
Or with your frowns, for pity kill! 
Too 2 58 cruel daffodil ! 


SO N G CCLXXV I. 
Tn is paſſion i in filence the youth wou'd cot 


x 


ceal, 


| What his tongue will not utter, his eyes till reveal, 


What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal ;1 
And by foft ſtoln glances unwillingly prove, 

That they are but tell-tales of Celadog's love, 

That they are but tell- tales of Celadon's love. 
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To the grove, to the green, to the dance, to the fair, 
Wherever 1g A* blithe ſhepherd is there; 

ET know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, 
And ſurely — locks were not meant to beguile. 


Tho” indiff rent the ſabject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenfibly turns the diſcourſe upon love ; 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee 


Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to refrain ; 
But, alas! my reſolves, I command it in vain, 
For when the dear theme he'll no longer purſue, 
I forget wy commands, and reſume 1 it anew. 


When be wite. ff ain, Low ior bs for 
He ſhould 4g what I dread, and yet with mot to 
| ar; 


deny. 


My heart whiſpers Celia, fond Czlia comply. 


$ONG CCLXXVIL 


AY _— what muſic enchants the gay plains, 
As ſoft and as ſweet as the nightingales ſtrains ; ; 

My heart it goes pitty-pattee, with a bound, 

Tad gently tranſported, beats time to the ſound. 

D ſay is it Sappho that touches the ſtrings, 


Mund zephyr. and whiſper diſtinctly the lays, 
WET is Belinda that fings, tis Belinda that plays. 
Tis Belinda that figs, tis Belinda that plays. 


Though bis words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 


Should he mention his love, though my pride would. 


Bad ſome ſong of the ſyrens you bear on your wings, 


Ah! 


| Is 


TI a9 ] 
Ah, ſwains, if you value your freedom, beware, 


She's fair and inconſtant, and thus with her art, 
| She will raviſh your ears and inveigle — heart. 


[Da Capo, 


SONG CCLXAXVII.. 
' 'FTEND all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the | 


green, 
: For you I have rov'd the plains round ; 
Whole months l've been p prying, and now I have ſeen 
Where ſmiling content's to be found, 
Where ſmiling content's to be found. 
Come quickly with me, and Pll ſhew you the ways 
To the ſpot where be choſe his retreat; 
You muſt fly from theſe plains to be eaſy and gay, 
And near him muſt take up your ſeat, 
And near him muſt take up your ſeat. 


I fought him mongſt crowds, and in each gaudy place, 

| But thoſe were the manſions of care; 3 

In the palace of greatneſs unknown was his face, 
Contentment had never been there: 

LI hied me to roofs that invited to joys, 

f Hope tempted me thither to rove ; 

But rude was their wit, and their pleaſure was noiſe, 
Though they beckon'd to peace and to _ 


And at laſt near a brook, to a cottage I ray'd, 
Wich a few ſimple ſheep on the green; 


= The roſe and the wood bine their ſweetneſs diſplay'd,. | 


: Not plenty but health bleſt the ſcene : 
| Good-nature appear'd and unlatch'd me the door, 
1 Nor knew what my coming there meant; 
How great my ſurprize ! here my ſearch was all o'er, 
He told me his name was Content. 
„„ S@ WS 
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DL IS, the goddeſs of the plain, 
| Admir'd by ev'ry youthful ſwain, 
Who us'd to laugh at Cupid's dart, 
| And ſcorn each captivated heart; 
+ Who us'd to laugh at Cupid's dart, 
And ſcorn each N heart: 
To Strephon now hath given her own, 
And filent doth its muſe bemoan. 


Though now tis paſt, there was a time, 

When I lov'd her as ſhe loves him; 

But when I knelt and told my pain, 

| With frowns ſhe ſent me bac again, | 

And told me each returning day, 
Would help to wear the chains away, 


Convince me that your charms decay, 
As each new hoyr rolls away ; ; 
Then I your diQates will purſue, 

| And die content as well as you. 


SON G CCLXXX. 


| Sweetly will each hour be paſs'd; 
_ Ev'ry day will bring new pleaſure, 
And be happier than the laſt. 


Since now dear Phillis thou art caught, 5 
Pray uſe the precepts you have taught; 


FJLEST with thee, my ſoul's dear treaſure, on 
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Wich ſo lov'd a partner talking, 
Time will quickly glide away ; 


With ſo dear a huſband walkin 
Nature does each bloom diſplay. 


Such a darling ſwain poſſefling, 

All my forrows will be oer; 
'Thou art fortune's utmoſt bleſing, 
Fortune cannot give me more. 


* 


I s ON G CCLXXXI. 
; . fond Ines how — the plow 


ſare, 


* 
* 


SON G CCLXXXIL: 


Vir Strephon, yes; theſe charms muſt fade, 
| As does the pride of May ; 

Such fate attends the faireſt maid, 

Poor ſovereign of a day, 

Poor ſovereign of a day: 

'Warn'd by the roſes haſty fall, 

I know my longeſt reign; 

Vet, for that pow'r I can't SPY 

I'll ſcorn to feel a pain. 


Then know, falſe man, thy ſubtleſt arts, 
Shall ne'er my ſoul betray, 
Nor fear, of what old age may bring, 
5 Enſlave my heart a day; 
A | 


* 
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True were my beauty all my boaſt, 
Since that will paſs ſo ſoon, 
*T were not amiſs in you to alk, 
Or me to grant the boon. 


But ſped with wiſdom's friendly aid, 
I aſk no happier ſtate; 
Should Chloe live and die a maid, 
Is that a curſe ſo great? ; 
No Strephon, no; I've yet one charm, 
When all the reſt are ſpent, 
Shall of its cares een age diſarm, 
Tune, with content. 


22 — ̃ 
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acl we * 


so G ccixxxnt. 
| No” pleaſure unbounded n o'er the 


| lains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the nymphs and the 
| eo 

As they follow the toils with a dance and a ſong, 

As they follow the toils with a dance and a ſong. | 

Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, | | H. 

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, Ti 

Bleak winter's approach hes behold without fear. 

| And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, = 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſ for more. Bo 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe ev'ry moment of liſe as it flies; Sh 
Gay youth is the ſpring- time which all muſt i improve, He 
Fes ſummer to o_ a harveſt, of love: Fe, 


Our! II 
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Sar hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip. in ſtore for the winter of age; 

Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


'$ONG CCLXXXIV. 


"OUNG Dorilas, an artleſs ſwain, 

1 And Daphne, pride of weſtern plain, 
Their flocks together drove, 
Their flocks together drove : 

Gay youth ſat blooming on his face, 
She no leſs ſhone with ev'ry 
Yer neither thought of love, 
Yet neither thought of love. 


„Wich equal joy each morn they meet; 
the At * the lame retreat, 
the And ſhelter in one grove; 

At ev'ning haunt the ſelf-ſame walk, 
Together innocently talk, | 
But not a word of love. 


„ 


Hence mutual friendſhip firmly grew, 
Till heart to heart ſpontaneous flew, 
Like bill 0 bill of dove; 
Both feel the flame which both conceal, 
Both wiſh the other would reveal, 
Vet neither ſpeaks of love. 


| She hung with rapture o'er his ſenſe; 
IVE, | He doated on her innocence : 1 5 
Thus each did each approve. . 
I They vow'd, and all their vows obſerv'd; 
Dur] The maid was true, the ſwain ne'er ſwerv'd, 


SONG 


Then ev'ry word was love. 


* 


W 
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With hollow blaſts of wind, 


ſe] lay deploring, 
All on a rock — 


1 
A 
3 


| Wide o'er the foaming billows, 


She caſt a wiſhful look; g 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


And nine long tedious days; 
Why didft thou, vent*rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas: 


* , Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 


And let my lover reſt; 
Ah! what's * troubled motion, | 
To that within my breaft. 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
. Views tempeſts with deſpair; 
But what's the Joſs of treaſure, | 
* To lofingof my dear: 
IRIS 
| and di'monds 3 
” You'll Gol a richer maiden, — 
Zut none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature, „ 

Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then, beneath the water, 

Do hidequs rocks remain: 


| SONG CCLxXxv. 
3 9 AWAS when the ſeas were roaring, 


Twelve months were gone and over, 55 


L's 


eee 
E32 lurk beneath the deep ; 3 
To wreck the wand ting lover, 
9 922 


| Thos melancholy lying, 
| = wail'd he for her dear ; 
ch billow wich a tear; BY „ mom 
| When o'er the white waves 1 | | 
His floating corpſe ſhe. ipy'd ; 
Then like a lilly 
| She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 


— 


s Oo NG ccixxxvI. 


HAT med'cine en foſen the bebe hom 
* ſmmart? : 
| What Lethe can baniſh the pain ? 

| What care can be met with, to ſoothe the fond bert, 
1 That's broke by a faichleſs young ſain. em 


I | In hopes to forge him, how vainly I try, 
IT be ſports of the wake and the green; 


When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a ſigh 
| Tas here firſt my 3 was ſeen. 


| When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingale OE 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry with a groan, | - 

As when my dear Damon was "ans: e OO 


A garland | 
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1 Long with ſilent glances courted, 


Ere he won my witleſs heart; 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove; 1 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, No 
And Damon pretended to love. % ͤĩ “X 
1 * But 
SONG CCLXXXVII. 11 7 
E who a virgin's heart would win, = 
H By ſoft approaches muſt begin; | 
uit gently figh, muſt gently ſigh, Les 
And each endeav'ring art muſt try: bs 
If Cupid's ſavour'd | vga dart, : | Gar 
Should then transfix her yielding heart; | 7 
Each gentle look, each ſympathy, 1 
ball echo back with ſympathy, | 
1 f | Os e 
at what avails:a heart to gain, 
Unleſs the conqueſt we maintain; Soc 
Implore we then, the heav'nly pow'rs, 1 
How hut to keep the canqueſt ours: | Ra 
Liſt! liſt! what murmurshere incline; 1 
Tis Hymen! Mark the voice divine — 1 
Know, mortals,” L alone can prove, In 
The ſtrong attractive charms to love. 1 
Cr | | 
SONG CCLXXXVIII. 
TY ONG young Jockey toy'd and ſported, 19 
Long he try'd each wining art, Ne 


Oft 
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Oft he preſs'd my band; too yielding, | 

Oft he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd; 

No reſerve my: boſom ſhielding, 
Chloe's heart he ſoon beguil'd ; 


| Bot when he my inclination 

Had ſubdu'd, the faithlefs ſwain ; , 

Can ye hear it maids with patience ;- 
Soon too ſoon forſakes the plain. 


| Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 
| Whoſe only fault was her ſeeming too 
; Surely the youth was very ſtupid, 
' Teo think that the ſing would d remain long behind 
Tell me ye ſwains, tell me ye ſwaiuns 
Could you do ſo, would you do ſo, 


Could you, would you, would: you, could q 
ö Would you have ſerv'd a maiden ſo. you, 


4 Soon as I had loſt my FIERY 

Fool! I fate me down and cry'd ; 

Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, 5 
Sigh'd and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd and "es 


20 no breakfaſt ate nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to bed; 

| I a loſer, he no winner, 

| Till a thought came in my head: 


| why ſhould I, my bloom deftroying, 
I.. Vex and teize my ſoul away: 
| No,—the gift of life enjoying, 

I Will taſte — ſweets of May. 


1286 
Juſt as the roſe, the bee flying from her, 
 Bluſhes and buſtles at every wind: 

8o Cloe's reſolv'd to laugh thro? the ſummer, 
4 To ev'ry new ſwain to be gentle and kind. 
Tell me, ye maids, tell me, ye maids, 

. Could you do ſo, would you da ſo ? 

Could you , would you, would you, could you. 


3 Tn n moon's eons 3 
o wanton in . 5 
And kiſs reflected lige; | | 
To court's heart-ſoothing "TY 
here you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep, 
With Kate of —_ 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


Tobe aympbs and ſwains expeQant wait, 
4 In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn ay her golden Sate, 
And gives the promis d May 

| The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, | 
As Kate of Aberdeen. „ 


un tune my pipe to playful notes, 

4 And rouſe yon nodding grove, | 

_ "I'M new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, | 
- And hail the * I love; 


* C483 
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At her approach the lark miftakes, | | e 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green, att 720 
| Fond birds, tis nor the morning breaks, 6 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


„ * 
0 EW 


Now, blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
| WhereePves diſportive play,  _ 
The feſtal dance — . 
Or ſing their Jove-tun'd 3 * 
Till May in morning - robe draws nigh, » 
And claims a virgin queen; 5 


The nymphs and * exultin cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” cen. 
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WIar though the blooming genial pc 
In all its beaut'ous pomp appear, . 


What though each bluſhing border riſe, _. 
And primroſe with the vi let vies ; 


| Though gay green mantle ſhade the trees, 4 


Without Amynor, what are. theſe ? : 
| Without Amyntor, Sh 


What though the cuckow from the grove, WT 
4 Proclaim the ſpring the time for love, | p ; 
What though the thrilling lark aſcend, _ 
And make each rural ſwain his friend, % 
Though thruſhand blackbird ſtrive to pleaſe— 
Without Amyator, _ are e theſe * 


1 facts ſhepherds, * * in tender ele, 
= | ime ck of . 5 
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Deceit may lork invade my breaſt 


No ſecond love my ſoul can pleaſe, 
Withoat Amyntor, what are theſe ? 


o_ 
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ARI e fair, beneath yon you pine, 
| On grafly 
"Ard like the morn be gay, 
And like the morn be gay; 
See how Aurora ſmiles on ſpring, 
See how the larks ariſe and fing, 
To hail the infant day, 
bo bail the infant day. 


Muße ſhall wake the morn—the day 
/ Shall roll unbeeded as we play, 

In wiles impell'd by love: 
When weary, we will dei reſt, 
Alternate on each other's breaſt, | 

While Cupid guards the grove. 


What prince can boaſt more happineſs, 


Than 1 (poſſeſſing thee) polleſs ; 
All care is baniſh'd hence. 

| Say, mortals, who our deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſaperior pleaſure lies, 
Than ove and 1 innocence. 


SONG CCXCII. 


in guileful — ug 


verdure let g recline, 


EIT HT 


FOM filent ſhades and the Elyſian groves, 
K Where ſad departed ſpirits mourn their Bet 
From cryſtal ſtreams, and from the country where 
Jove crowns the fields with flow'rets all the year: fe 


| 
wv 


1 Is come to cute her love-fick. melancholy : + 


1 } 
Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, eloath cloath'd in rags and fly, 


Bright Cynthia kept her revels late, 19 
bile Mab, the fairy quei did dance; ; 4 


When Mars at Venys rag bis 22 
cowſlip lies my dear, * 0 
ng d aid gems of dew; . 255 
vil war Water i it with a tears. 4 a 
| bes fokng! om to renew. 5 L] 
For, oe” 3 $7 
And Alf my jo 6 7 
may Beſs, 
nd wil wake, 
y muſic ſhall be a "i 
Il lay me down and die within 3 hollow tree, hay, 
The'raven and cat, . and bat. F 
Shall warble forth my 5 
Did you — my we Ys be pale'a'by you, ak 
His two flaming eyes, if he come nigh you 
They will ſcore up. your hearts. 
Ladies, beware ye, 
Leſt he ſhould dart 4 glance that may eve ye; „ 
Hark? hark! I hear old Charon bawi, 


And Oberon did fit in ſtate, 
In 


Eis boat be will no longer ſtay; 


The fories laſh, their _ and = 
Come, come — 7. 


; 9 M 
, Fi: + 
* 8 
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| Driak nectar ill, and fing 

Who is content, does all ſorrow pricent, | 
And Beſs in her ſtraw, oy free from the lau. PT: 


anda 2. Bas great ab a king. 
SONG CCXCIII. 


Beautiful face and a "ar ies fault, | 

| Are not the attractions y which I am =TY 

Are not the attractions by which I am caught; 
Good-nature, good-ſenſe, and an honeſt free mind, 
Are perfections i in woman to which Pm inclin'd, . © 

| Are perfections in woman to which Tm inclin'd. | 


For a time beauty charms, but ſo certaia is age; 
That who with a beauty alone would engage, 
Since time ſpreads a veil o'er the 2 of eyes, 
Anne dies. 


| Then Venus begone with your artful decoy, 5 | 

Which like ſyrens do tempt, and like = deſtroy, 3 
"Tis friendſhip and virtue I ſeek in a wife, a. 
Whom I'd | re and carelsev'ry day of ay l. =: 
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HIS cold flinty heart it.is you who have warm d. 

1 T You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes havecharm'd, II. 
Toa waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have. ny 1. "1 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon | r 


What's life without paſſion, * paſſion 
hon * ſweet * ſweet 2 * . 
W 


128 3 

The froſt nips the buds and the roſe cannot bog, 
1 From youth that is froſt-nipe no rapture can flow, 
4 Wee 
| Roy's Hb — — any 
The ſprin ſhould be warm, the young fraſon be 

Her birds and her flow'rets make bli 

May ; 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and fin throogh the grove, 
| What's life without paſion, — paſſion of love. 
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JHEBUS, meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's call repair, ra 
1 To the lyriſt's call repair; 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſfraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair ; 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 


if Chiefs, throughout the land viRorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, | = 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 1 
Till commanded by the fair. 


* All the works of worth or merit, 
d, Which the ſons of art prepare: 
& | Have no pleaſute, life, or ſpirit, 
3 But as w'd from the fair. 


. Reaſon is as | as paſſion, 
IB, if you for * declare, . | 

Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 1 
. -Favour'd by the Britiſh fair, 


M 2 SONG | 


1 4 1 


$ONG CCXCVI. f. 
ELINDA long fourih'd the pride of the town, 


| 7 hap” courtiers ador'd her, the — cry d her 
ö . own ; 
Fler feature was beauty, her motion was 


Yet viewing her mind, you re 


k Wealth, pleaſure, and title, ſollicit in vain ; 

| The ſoldier boaſts honour, the merchant his gain; 
Zut ſuch gay deluſions at diſtance were nw; 

She — for a merit might equal ber own. 


At length our Zelinda received the keen dart; 

| She ſaw it was levell'd, nor guarded her heart; 
To honour, to virtue, ſhe gave up the field, 

I To merit, like Strephon's, *twas glory to yield. 


Now *ſcap'd from the ſplendour and follies of life, 
} The title ſhe boaſts, is the title of wife; - 
| Her utmoſt ambition's to pleaſe her fond youth, 
od live, and are bleſt i in the cottage of truth, 
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OW much ſuperior beauty awes, - 
| The coldeſt boſoms find, 
* But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 5 


. 
- 
* 


* 


To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join d; 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd. 


Ss 
15 


„* 


| Scorning all ſelfiſh ends 
Ic yields only to'the girl that's gen' 'rous and bonny; 


"| - Kiſs 3 t, kiſs upon t, turn not fo tbyly, | 
There's my hand, there 5 wy heart, it never en de 


| Pre ſtore of ſheep my love and 


L 1 1 


The caſket where, to outward ſhew 
The workman's art is ſeen, 


Is doubly valu'd when we know 


It holds a gem within. 
. SONG ocxcvni. | 


- Weeteſt of pretty maids, let Cupid incline thee; : 
T*accept of a faithful heart which now 1 regis 


thee, 


regardleſs of money. 
Take me Jenny, 
Let me win you, 
Wdbile l'm in the humour; 
I implore you, 
T adore you, 
What can mortal do more; 


guile thee. 


Bright are thy lovely eyes thy ſweet lips delighting, 
Well poliſh'd thy ev'ry neck, thy round arms inviiing, 
Oft at the milk - white churn with rapture I've ſeen them. 
But oh! how I igh d and wiſh'd my own arms between. 


them. 


Take me Jenny, &c &c. 


$ On the — N 
And water to brew good ale, from yon chryſtal fountain, 
Fve too a pretty cot, with garden and land to't, 


1 But all will be doubly ſweet if you put a hand to't. 


Take me Jenny, &c. 


M 3 S0 NG 
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rn Phillis vn trip o'er the meads, 
And haften away to the plain, 

Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 
To welcome my love and her ſwain ; 

. The lark is exalted in air, _ 

6 The linnet fings, perch'd on „ 

Our lambs and in need of our 3 

Tben let us not lengthen deby. 


| md cameſome young lambs are at ſport, | 

Exceed 2 delights of a peer, 

That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court 'Y 

| When Colin and Strephon go by, 

They form a diſguiſe for a ile, 
They 2. how I'm dien with a figh, 

Bat envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let courtlers of liberty prate, TO 
EF Teenjoy it take infinite pains, : 
© Bur liberty's primitive ſtate, 

| [Is only enjoy'd on the plains ; 

Wich Phillis I rove to and fro, 

With her my gay minutes are ſpent, 

N Twas Phillis fi ict taught me to know, 
1 „ flow“ s from content. 


* My 


t @ 1 
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Au ona r. 


tag Phyllis, well met, 
The ſun 1s juſt ſet, 
To yon myrtle grove let's repair; 
All nature's at ref, 
And none to moleſt, 
Pve ſomething to ſay ro my fair, 
Pre ſomething to ſa y to my fair. 


PaHYLLLS. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 

Entreaties are van, 
Perſuade me to go you ne'er tall; 

Night draws on apace, 

I muſt quit the place, 


| Thedewis 3 to fall. 


Amen. 


Believe me coy maid, 

A By honour Pm ſmay'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm, 
5 The oak and the pine, 

Their leaves kindly j join, 


* ** ſhelter love” s vot"ries from harm. 1 


EE 


| Your 3 arts I deſpiſe, , 
My virtue I prize, 


Though poor I am richer than thoſe, - 


Who loſt to all ſhame, 
Will barter their fame, 


For purchaſe of gold and fine cloaths. 


M 4 


” 


1] - 

 Anonanr. 
| Yon do me much wrong, 
| Such thoughts ne'er belong, 
10 the noble and gen rous breaft ; 
= J meant but to know, 
; If Phyllis. would go, 
And let Hymen make Amoret bleſt. 


PaYLLis. 
If what you now ſay, 
Your heart. don't betray, 
It gives me much pleaſure to 3 
My Amoret ſtill, 
A ftranger to ill. | 
And to wedlock's ſoft bondage jinelin d. 
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A never-fading love; 
ce more to rural ſcenes retire, 
And range the thoughtfal 
EW here peace ſhall all 4 ſteps attend, 
And nature's various beauties blend, 
And nature's various beauties blend. 


\ 


There no corroding cares intrude 
Which haunt th ambitious throng 3 
Th' embow'ring ſhades of ſolitude | 
To hamble minds belong; 

To thoſe, whoſe virtue is too great 

To live in regions of deceit. 


| A DIEU, dear maid, whoſe charms inſpire, 
A 88 


ns wm» Po 


ay Ad Att 


I Tas“ the hoband may think that be wiſely-reftrainngr? 
, With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains, 


tf aww T 
Fhough now ill- nature chrows her darts, 
And wounds our facial joy ; 
Bleft friendſhip Kill unites aur hearts 


With her endearing tie. 
While thus ſupported, we can brave 


Each cruel ſtorm and theeat'ning waves 


Vice ſhall try all her arts in vain 

Our union to divide ; 

For pureſt loves eternal chain, 
Our ſpirits has allied : 

Fhen let not parting give us pain, 

wy parted but to-meet again. 


$ONG ccm 


INCE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their tate, and their — pro- 
1 | claim ; | 
| Attend to my ſong, where you'll i find 

A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind : 

And deny it. who can, ſure the lautel's m due, 
Fve found out the padlock.to keep a wife true; 
P've found out the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs prefide o'er your dame,, 
With the ardours of youth all her paffions inflame, 
Should her beauties lead captive each ſofter deſire, 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill figh and admire > : 
Yet fearleſs you'd truſt her, though thouſands may fue 
When I tell you my padlock. ro keep a wife true. 


Ms TY How 
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| How fatally weak muſt vhis artifice 
Can — of ſteel bind like fetters of — 

Throm jealouſy hence ; bid ſuſpicion adien; 
Reſtraints not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should ber fancy invite to the or the play, - 
All complying and kind, you 2 give her her way, 


* While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve, | 


| *Tis reaſon ſecures you = treaſures of love ; 
And, believe me no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 
For the fair one is ſafe if you padlock her mind. 


| Though her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently | 


| r | ; 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend 

Let doubts and ſurmifes ; _ r perplex, 

Tis the charm of indul t binds the ſoft ſex ; 


They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in view, | 


g ee eee eee 
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HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O. 
The pzide of all nature was * way O0. 
The firſt of all ſwains, 

_ _ He gladden'd the plains;. 

None ever was like to the 7 WillyO z 

t - The firſt of all ſwains, 

1 He gladden'd the plains; . 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O, 
n. Was — has 2 Willy O. 


1 


No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet wiuy o. 
- T * nature obey'd him, the ſweet Willy o 4 


( z5r ] 


He ſung it ſo rarely, did ſweet Willy Oh 
ile melted each maid, L 
- So ſkilful he play'd ; <P 


Wherever he came, | 
Whate er had 4 name; 2 
Whenever he came follow'd ſweet willy o. 2 


— * 


| He would be a ſoldier, the ſweer Willy Oz 


When arm'd in the field, A 
With ſword and with ſhĩied/ßm 7 


Phe laurel was won by the ſweer Willy O. 
He chärm'd them while living, 


the ſweet win O- * ; 
And when Willy died | 
Twas nature that igh'd.—= F 


FE n in her ſweet Willy O. 
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TY | Betſey i is the blitheſt maid 
| That e're young ſhepherd woo'd,. 


IL at length my heart betray'd, 


Alas! do all I could. 
For ſhape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with her compare. 


O would ſhe but be kind and rue, 


I'd ſoon my love declare. | "of 


Whene'ere I ſee her benumons face,. 
My heart with joy does burn; 
Whene'er ſhe's abſent from the plate, 

I lopg for her 50 


12 
If ſhe all others would forſake, 
And fly to me alone, 


What pleaſure I with her thould . 
While they their loſs bemoan. 


I'd bleſs the day that firſt I knew 
My charming Betſey fair, 
And all my life ſhould be to ſhew 
* She was my only care. 
| I'd vow to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make her bleſt for life, 
Should ſhe ruſe, then meidens ſay, 
Io be young Johnny's wife? 


8s ON G cecv. 


EE from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife, 
Of this ſhort, variegated, life, 
| | Oh let me {; nd my days,” 5 
In rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 
To whom my mind I may unbend, 
Nor cenſure heed, nor praiſe; 
Nor cenſure- heed, nor praiſe. 


{Riches bring cares z I aſk not wealth; 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 
[ envy not the great 

Tis theſe alone can make me bleſt, 
The riches take of eaſt and weſt, 

I claim not theſe or ſtate. 


Tho' not extravagant or near, 

et thro” the well. ſpent chequer'd rear 

; I'd have enough to live; 

To drink a bottle with a friend, 

AG him in diftreſs—ne'er lend— 
But rather freely give. 


ww 


I In the ſame field our flocks we'll feed, 
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I too would wiſh to ſweeten life, 
A gentle, kind, natur | wife, | 3 
Young, ſenfible, and fair; "5 
One who could love but me alone, 4 
Prefer my cot to e er a throne, 
And ſoothe my ev'ry care. 


Thus happy with my wife and friend, 

My life | chearfully would ſpend, 
With no vain thoughts oppreſt; 

If heaven has bliſs for me in ſtore, 

O grant me this, I aft no more, 

And I am truly bleſt. 
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AT 71TH Delia ever could I tay, = | 
Admire, adore her all the day, | | 


To the ſame ſpring our heifer's lead; 
What joy! where peace and love combine, 
To make our day unclouded ſhine. 


Teach me, ye muſes, ev'ry art, . 
More deeply to engage her heart, 
I ſtrive not to reſiſt my flame, | 
I glory in a captive's name, 
Nor would I, if I could, be free, 
But boaſt my loſs of liberty, 


SONG CCCVIL 
M* bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſtiag ſummer flies, 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Nor ſtorms, nor night, ſhall keep me here. 


What 
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Ob! love has fetters ſtronger far ; 
© By bolts of. ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But ercel love inchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex, thy breaſt, 


When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt ,, 


Tis mad to go, dis death to ſlay, 
| Away — Jeſe, haſte away. 


SONG CCcvil. 


have bow'd; 
has glow'd,. 


T beauty's ſhrine I. 
At each new face my 
With ſomething like a paſſion ; 
+ Bat dull, infipid — I found, : 
The bliſs no genuine raptures crown'd, 
The fair, love but from faſhion, 
The fair love but from faſhion. 


Inconſtant I, of courſe became, 

No care kept up the lambent flame, 
Which, thus unheeded died; 

To whim was ſacrific'd each grace, 


To vanity each pleaſing face, 


And love too oft to pride. 


At length I fair Eliza ſaw, 
Whoſe beauties fire, whoſe virtues awe, 
| I. gaz d, admir'd, and lov'd; 

Her ſweet attention ſoothes each care, 
Nought can our mutual bliſs impair, 

Time has our flame improv'd. 


What may, for ſtrength, with ſteel compare;: 


SONG 
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That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe. 
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WEET are the flow'rets that deck the field, - 
DJ Sweet the ſwell the bloſſoms yield, 
| Sweet is the ſummer's gale that blows, 
And ſweet (though ſweeter you) the roſe, — 
And ſweet (though ſweeter you) the roſe, © 


Survey the gardens, ſields, and bow'rs, 
The buds, the bloſſoms, 'and the flow'rs, 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows, 
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[X 7 HAT"s Chloe to me, or Lydia the fair, © 
Their beauties with thine I cannot compare, 
Their beauties with thine I cannot compare; 

| What's Lydia's clear ſkin, or Chloe's bright eyes, 

When Delia is near, their charms I deſpiſe. 5 

You ſay I'm inconſtant, and fain would perſuade, 

I proteſt the ſame paſſion for ev'ry maid; 

The fault is your own; would you ceaſe your reſerve, 


| Each fair Pd relinquiſh, thy love to preſerve. | 


| Laſt Thurſday, at wake, you declar'd on the green, 

You'd dance with your ſhepherd as ſoon as 'twas e'en, 
But, before I arriv d, you choſe to depart, 
I gave Lydia my hand, but thou hadſt my heart. 


- | But Delia is haughty, and Delia is coy, 
And Delia e'er long, my flame will deſtroy; 

4 Then conſider, ye fair, while love ye deride, 
The ſlaves ye enſnare, may be freed by your pride. 4 | 


36 } 


= 
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12 my nymph (I told her true) 


hile fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove fincere, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of flocks, deſtroy d by vernal cold, 
And vagrant that leſt my fold; 
Of theſe ſhe heard yet bore to hear, 
And is not Flavia then ſincere. 


How chang'd by fortunes fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind ;, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tonr;. 
And is not Flavia then ſincere. 


* if ſhe deign'd my love to > bleſs, 
y Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs; 

| too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear, 
And Flavia ſure, muſt be fiacere. 


Go ſhear pow flacks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains, 
DeſpoiP'd of all which you revere, 

I know wy Flavia love ſincere. 


s 0 NG CCcxm. 
oo Damon, if you will, you may. 


Or mark my looks with jealous eye, 
When any well dreſs'd ſwain is nigh ; 


My fields were ſmall; my flocks were few, 


Set ſpies and guards to watch my Ways. 


1 79 1 
vet woman's wit a way will. find, 
In ſpite of caution, to be kind, 


I For, if myſelf I do not keep, 
Inftead of watching, you may fleep. 


"A Would you ſecure the fair at home, 


Go bid her wander, bid her roam; 


Tir'd out with fops and fools all day, : 


No more ſhe'll aſk abroad to ſtray ; 


= 2 


*Tis freedom's ſelf muſt make her true, 
And fix her choice on none but you; 
For, if ourſelves we do not keep, 
Inſtead of —— ye * ſleep. © 


soN G CCCXULL 


ue fag is lu . „ 


FISE men, flatt'ring, may deceive you, 
With their vain. myſterious art, 
With their vain myſterious art; 


- } Magic charms can ne'er relieve you, 


Nor can heal the wounded heart; 


| But true wiſdom can relieve you, 


God-like wiſdom from above, 
This alone can ne'er deceive you, * 
This alone can pains remove. & 4 
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> T. new flown birds the ſhepherds ing, | 


And welcome in the May ; 


I Come Paſtorella, now the ſpring 


Makes ev landſca : 
Ty PE gay: Wide 


3 
Wide-ſp trees their leafy ſhade, 
O'er half the plain extend; 
Or, in refleQting fountains play's - 

' Their qui ring branches bend. 


Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
| And bleſs the tifing year; 
| Oh! how my ſoul grows fick of time, 
4 Till thou, my love appear: 
© Then ſhall [ 4 gladſome day, 
= Warm in thy beauty's ſhine, 
E When thy dear flock ſhall ſport aud play, 
And intermix with mine. 


© For thee, of doves a milk-white pair, 

: In ſilken bands I hold; | 
| For thee, a firfiling lambkin fair, 

6 I within the fold : | 
H milk-white doves acceptance meet, 

; Or tender lambkin 

4 — ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, | 

4 Ze * * with * ' 


4 


SONG. cocxv. J 
Sung by Mir. Mattocks, i= Thomas and Sally. 


JT IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, x5 3, ll 
Bory'd like the ſeeds in earth; 2 


here lie j Joy, contentment, pleaſure, 
Bat tis love maſt give them birth. 


That warm ſun its aid denying, / 
Me no happineſs can taſte; — 
* But in cold obſtruction lying, | 4 
155'> 6 car Bremen. watie.. 2 6-4. 


Bm 3; 


$ONG oc. 


2 Boer; curious, thirſty fly, 


Drink with me, — 2 
R cup, 

Could ' ſt thou fi Ss Bene 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike, both mine and thine, 

 Haften quick to their decline, 

| Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Though repeated to threeſcore ; 


| | Threeſcore ſummer's, when they're gone, 


. 


s ON 6 cov. 


E feather'd ſorgſters of the vale, 
Who chirp ſo ſweetly through the 4 


Neos your little throats tune high, 
+} *Till they reach the azure ky, 


And the grotto's all rebound, 
Wich the charming, chearful ſound ; 
 Perch'd upon the blooming ſpray, 

Now ſalute the ſummer gay, 


: | Perch'd upon the blooming ſpray, 
No ſalute the ſummer gay. 


» * 7 
* _— ; 


> 


| Bleating flocks and echoing mountains, 
Verdant meads and chryſtal fountains, 
| Moſſy banks and bubbling rills, 


p ** reams and flow' ry halls x ; 


WS 1 
Evy ſhrub its ſweetneſs ſheds, 
Flow'rs now lift their lovely heads, 


And bright ſol's reſplendent ray, 
Now proclaims the ſummer r gays 


30 N 8 CCCXVIIL. 
Sung in Thomas and Sally. Set Dr. Arne. 
eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
- Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came; 


Bat tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing wee 
' She careleſs turn'd her n. 


| Her milk-white hand, he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers and mall, 
* Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 
| But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel, 


| Then round FALL her lender waiſt, 
| He claſp'd ber arms, and her embrac'd; 
To kife her hand be down did kneel, 
| But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheek. 


Wich gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſ d her neck, her lips and eyes 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal, 

+ Yet ſill the turn'd ner ſpinnipg· wheel. 


| >Tiu, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he prefs'd, 

His wanton thought ſhe quickly duet e. 

Then puſh'd him from her rock an d reel. 
1 angry turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


At hatt, when the begun to chide, '' © 
He ſwore he meant her for his brides © i- ©. 


I/ HEN I was a young one, what girl was like me? 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee; P 
{| Trattled, Irambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er | 
{ A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was the. ee. 


To all that came near I had ſomething ta ſay ; 
} "Twas this, fir—and that, fir=bat ſcarce evernayz © 
And on Sundays dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, - 
{I I warrant I Rood by the firſt in the place. 8 


At twenty L got me a huſband, poor man! 
| Well reſt him— we all are as good as we can; 


I Vet be was ſo peevith, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
f And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


ne ſnubb'd me and huff'd me, but let me alone, 
Egad I've a tongue, and I paid him his own. 
Te wives take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd 


I Stand firm to yourcharter, and have the laſt word. 


| | This Time's E fore ſoe there's no 


I But now Pm quitealter'd, the more to my woe, 
4 I'm not what I was forty ſummers go; | WEL I 
ting his dart, 
I However, I keep up a pretty good hear. 


Grown 


E 2621 
I hate to be fitting inum- chances, Let 
i 2 tho? unable to dance; 7 
nd, books of devotion laid up on my ſhelf, An- 
; I teach that to others I once di myſelf. 
$ONG CCCXX. 


Mrs. Pin M in 
Ong 5 E Mr. Marks, oY 


. Mrs. PinTo . AC 


S Mrs. Marrocks. 
| Hope, thou earneſt of delight, 
N Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 


" Balmy cordial, proſpeRt bright, A 
| 3 are friend the wrerchtd find. 


3 or n. 


| Kind deceiver, gatter fill ; 43h 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt ;. 

With thy dreams my faney fill, 

, Andi in withes make me died. 


s Oo NG ocexxt. 
| Sung by Mrs. Pinto, is the ſame. 


M* heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 


Till firſt he's made my choice. 


gr 


1 
es rule, cry nature's laws, 
| And children till obey ; 
And is there then no x cloſe, | 


$ONG. ccoxxn,” 12 8 
| Sang by the fame, in the ſane. 
ENTLE youth, ob! tell me | 
# 0 Still Ln oh nn : 
' of Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe 10 


Speak not what I maſt not hear, 


To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
G0, and never ſee me more. 


5 $0NG e 
\ Sag b the ſame, in the Jane, | 


HENCE can you inherit, 
| So {laviſh a ſpirit, | 
''J {|evate'a thus, and chain' to a log; 
I Now fondled, now chid, 

3 Permitted, forbid, 
r. leading the life of 2 dog. 


For ſhame! you a lover; 5 
" <More firmneſs diſcover ; ; 


2; po be free, | wy COPS. + - 
Ran, riot like me, e ee 


1 nd to perfect the picture, * 
| 


* : 
* 
3» 
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% ccexxry. 457 
| Bang by Mes. Scot, is the Conſcions Lovers 1 


'F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 
IF bitter, O ell me, whence comes my conte 


919 


* de I foffer with pleaſure, why ſhould complain, “ 


3 —y geo at my fare; finceT know tis in vain; 
© Yer ſo pleaſing the pain js, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
3 — 


En ee dere. 
Bat oh! how — hen fo ki 

4 dy ng miſtake, — = . 
J Where in to hide, the reveals all her flame, 


E , e ˖ * ſweet are her charms! 
k —a Fai ing bar! and\lover's alarms; B 
Sure — s nothing ſo gaſy as learning to love. 
"Tis taught us on earth, 2 all things above; 
And to beauty's bright ſtangard alf heroes muſt yield 


| For tis beauty * — the fair fiek 


s oN ecexxv. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


HEN once love's fubile: * x08) nan 3 
ö A paſſage to the ſema r 
Ruſhing like 5 through the veins, 
| Each wiſh * 


4 ts 4 1 


l 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, 


Reaſon in vain its ſkill applies, 
| Nought can afford the heart a lure, - 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. | -Y 


SONG CCCXXVL | 7, 
bug by Un. Wrighten, is the Chrifimas Tale.” 


Y eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 'Y 
| Tongue flow without meaſure, 4 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill ; 
Thus the riyer is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller's Ader in is mill. 


Though lover's ſurround me, 
| With ſpeeches confound me, | 
| Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill ; 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, . 5 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill. 


The little god eyes me, ? 
1 And thinks to ſurpriſe me, = 
| But my heart is awake in my breaſt ; 
eld, Thus boys ſlily creeping, 

elt Would catch a bird ſleeping, 
But the linnets awake in his neſt. = 


 $0NG cccxxvil. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, in the ſame. 


Wee ſhould be wiſely kind 
Nor give her paſſion ſcope : 
1 © nd her inclination, 

ever wed without probation, 

; $i | Nor i in the lover's mind, l N 

Blight the _ bloſſom, hope. 


. [6] 

* Youth and beauty kindle love, 

„ Sighs and vows will fan the fire ; 
. Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 
Sorrow then ſacceeds defire ; ; 

- Honour, faith, and well. earn d fame, 
© Feed the ſacred laſling fla 


' $ONG CCCXXVII. 
Sung by the ſame, in the fame. 


Take this wreath my hand has wove, 
The pled and emblem of my love 3 
Theſe flow'rs will keep their brighteſt hue, 

Whilſt you are conſtant, kind, and true. 


But ſhould you, falſe to love and me, 
Wiſh from my fondneſs to be free, 
Foreboding that my fate is nigh, 

— flow'r will droop and die! 


$ONG CCCXXIX. 
Duxrrz, in the ſame. 


Hear me, kind and gentle fwain, 

Let love's ſweet voice delight you, 

T be ear of youth ſhould drink each ſtrain, 
When beauty's lips invite you: 


As love and valour warm your heart, 
And faith and honour guard you: 

From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 
And beauty will reward you : 


* 4 _ 
1 U 4 * 23 . * o * m 8 * FEES 
* 22314 
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1 
Our tear-ftain'd eyes, their wiſh 
Can cruel refuſe *em ? 


O wipe the dew from off the roſe, 
And place it in your boſom. 


$ON G CCCXXX. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, is the ſame. 


O How weak will power and reaſon 
To this boſom tyrant prove, 
Every act is fancied treaſon, 


y the jealous ſovereign love. 


Paſſion urg'd the youth to dan 
; — Gall him back —_—_ 
Paſſion is to peace a ftran 


Seek I mait my bliſs or or bane. 


So the feaver'd minds that lan guiſh, 
And in — torments rave; 
o 


Thus to end or eaſe their anguiſh, 


6 


SONG CCCXXAL 
Sung by a Chorus of Eunuchs, is the ſame. 


UCH the thrilling notes of — a 

Let the ſoſteſt, melting meaſure T 
Calm the conqu'ror's mind; 

; 12 myrile be with laurel — 


Beauty with each 
The ſparkling . 3 face, Fe 
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| Attended by the laughing loves 

b. Around ISIS; 

The toil, and danger, valor proves, 
Love and beauty, will repay. 


SONG CCCXXXI. 

4 Dialogue, y Mr. Vernon, and Mrs. Smith. 
| Mrs. Surry. 
N HE ſtorm ſhall beat my breaſt no more, 
. The veſſel ſafe, the freight on ſhore, 


No more my bark ſhall tempt the ſea, 
| Scap'd from the rock of jealouſy. 


0 oy | Mr, Vernon. 

& Bright are the flow'rs that form this wreath, 
And freſh the odours which they breathe ; 
Thus ever ſhall our loves be free, 

© From cruel blights of jealouſy. 


4A 3 Bork. 
Wich roſes and with myrtles crown'd, 

be conqu'ror, Love, ſmiles all around, 

Triumphant reigns by heav'n's decree, 

| And leads in chains grim jealouſy. 

soON G CCCXxxI. 

S Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 

ru in hopes to get the better OM 
Of my Albborn Lame I try, 


"Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


1 269 J 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Every charm in thought I brave, 
Then relapſing, fly to meet her, 
—— GETITT TOS. | 


4 9 
e Af ö Z L 
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0 O N G CCCXXXIV. 
Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 


O Had I been by fate decreed 

| Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's fight to feed : 

My flocks upon the plain. 


| What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 


What more than mirth would mortals have, 


Which now 1 ne'er muſt know, © 
Ye envious pow 'rs why have ye phc'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low. 


8 0 N G CCCXXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Jane, . 


g HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are cla wy 
1 From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, g 
Need neither ene 8 frowning fear, 
5 Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The — that would make us grave 
Is but an empty thing, 


The chearful man's a king. 


N;3 SON 


: = 
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$ ON G CCCXXXVI, 


Sung by Mr. Dyer, is the ſame. | | | 


HINK my faireſt how delay 
Danger ev'ry moment bring, 
T ime flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time that's ever on GETS: 


Doubting and: ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt, 


Let us eager to be bleſt 
I — occaſion e*re its loſt. 


so NG CCCXXXVI. 
„ . Dyer and Mrs- Mattocks, is the fame. 1 


Mr. Draa, x | 


ET b and libertine's reſign'd 
Lo ſenſual pleaſures range, 
here all the ſexes charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 


Mrs. MarTTocks. 


Pet vain coquettes and pride conceal 
What moſt their hearts dere, 
With pride my paſſion I reveal, 

Oh wy it ne er expire, 


DurTTE. 


te ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 

And fair creation Bak in night, 

* When I my dear deceive. 


f * 
— I 
* % 42 * * 1 , E E 
v : 
4 l 
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8s ON G ccexxxvm. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, is Love in a Village. "I 
Chains . * 
* part; 
Seize, oh, ſeize ſome kind oceaſion, 

To reward a faithful heart. 5 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion, &c. 

Juftly thoſe we tyrants call, 1 
* the body would enthrall; 


Tyrant of more cruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 


What is grandeur? Foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mumery at beſt: 

Happy I in humble ftate! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 


s ON G CCCXXXIX. 
Sung by Miſs Davies in the ſame, 
OW happy were my days till now ! 
He — Nd ſorrow 2. 5 


Wich joy I roſe to milk my cow. 
Or take my ſpinging wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
F Like any bird I ſung, 
[Til he pretended love, and I 
1 Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


ſo the fool! the ſilly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
I wich 1 was 2 maid again, 

| And i in my own country. 


8 SONG 


[7] 
SONG CCCXL: 
. Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the ſame 
EF JOW bea the naid, whoſe boſom 
| No head- ſtrong paſſion knows; 
er days in joys ſhe paſſes, 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe. 
ö e'er ber fancy lead her, 
— no fear invade her, 


But pleaſare, 


| Without meaſure, 
+ From ev'ry odject flows. a 


SON G CCCXLI. 


- Sang by the ſame in the Jam. 


TN love ſhould there meet a fond Pair, 
 Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
© Whoſe wiſhes are warm and fincere, | 
Whoſe words are th? exceſs of the heart 


A ” If ht of ſubſtantial delight 

n this fide the ſtars can be found; 
Js is ſure, when that couple unite, _ 
4 . And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


s ON G CCCXLUI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the ſame. 


r world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
J Where gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet; 
e all fare as well as we are able, | 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 


_ - 
: — 


* : FE 2 
; bh — 1 8 — . 
- Lee aus. — — — a . 


| My Emile holds to n dre. 


Some e, while ſome ſcarce get a taſte, 
FButifl — with a little, * 


— — + 
so NG CCCXLIL 


9 
"wi 4 £ 
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Sung by Mr. Mattocks, — 


H! how ſhall I, in lan 5 

82 My 5 paſion 1 4 

| Or form my fault' ring tongue to ſpeak. 1 

That — word, — 4 
Farewell - but know, tho* thus we part, 

YI My thoughts can never ſtray : + 

{| Go where 1 will, my conſtant heart 

b Muſt wank wy charmer ſtay. 


s Oo CCCXLIV. 


nd the ſame, is the ſame. 
TT is not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey, 


Minds poſſefs fuperior worth, 


Which chance ahr gives nor takes amay. 
Like the ſun true merit ſhews, 


By nature warm, by nature bright, 
1 With inward flame he nobly glows, 


Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 
. $ONG CCCXLV. 
| Sang in the Maid of the Mall. 


CmuonVv ts - 
REE from forrow, free from tie, 
T. Oh! how bleſt the miller's 


=. — ills inventing, 
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Chearful working thro” the day,. 
Still he lavghs and fings away; 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's s griſt to make him gay. 


2 1 . 


Let the great enjoy the bleflin 

_ adulgent fortune = 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer, 
More than plenty and content. 


SON & CCCXLVI. 

- Sung by lun Brent in the ſans. | 
ag gin pt 5 
1. know your paſſion vain ; 
To . oeet- felt anguiſh, 


Yet fear g tell your pain, 
powers unrelen 


3 pangs like theſe ; 
When days and nights torm 
 - Yield nota moment's caſe, 


5 8 O N G ccexl vn 
Aria, Sung by Mrs. Pinto i the ſame. 


HAT are outward forms, and ſhows 
To an honeſt heart compar'd; 
on the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 

Has the gobler portion ſhar'd. 


| | $ Thas we and thus we fing. 


x ['9s 1 
Oban fe tn flow'r * 


Bearing, at the h 's fide, 
Virtues of more ſov'rexgn power, 


Than the garden's gayelt pride. 
| COS co. : 
ARK! *tis I, your own true lover; 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at feaſt diſcover, 
. Come and ſpeak a word to Giles, 

You alone my heart I fix on, 


Ab, you little cunning vixen ! 
IJ can fee — roguiſh ſm1:es. | 


Addflid's my mind is ſo poſſeſs'd, 
ill we're 1 ſhan't have reſt | 1 
Only ſay the thing® 5 2 bargain, = 

Here, an you hke it, 
Ready to ftrike it, 4 

There's at once an end of arguing 1 

I'm her's, ſhe's mine; 


* 
Fac : + 


SON G CCCXIIK, 
„ Sung by Mrs. Pinto, is the hne 
AI why mould fate, purſuing 
A A wreiched thing like me, 
eap ruin thus on rain, 


And add to miſery. | 

The griefs I languiſh'd under, 
Ins ſecret let me ſhare, ' 
But this new ftroke of thunder, | 
Is more than I can bear. 


0 80 
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SONG CCCL. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in the /ame. 
HE madman thus, at times we ſee, . 
With ſeeming reaſon bleſt; | 


His looks, his words, his thoughts are * 
And ſpeak a mind at reſt. 


Boe ſhort the calm's of caſe and ſenſe, 
| And, oh ! uncertain too ; 
While that idea lives, from whencs 
At firſt his frenzy grew. 


.$0NG cn 
Y paſſion, i in vain, attempt todifſewble, 
Th? endeavour to hide it, but makes it appear, 


4 I gaze, when I touch her I tremble, 
And ſpeak to and hear her, with fault'ring and fear. 


by how many cruel ideas tormented ? J. 
My blood's in a ferment ;- it freezes, it burns: 7 k% 
This moment I wiſh, what the next 1s — 

While love, rage, and jealouſy rack me by n. 


8 ON G CCA. - - I 
Sun by Miſs Catley, in the Golden Pippin, |; 1 
$ Wes bickrings hot, | | : 17 


To high words got, N 

reak out at Gamiorum; 'F 
* flame to cool, . £ 
My golden rule 


i Pad about the jorum. 


| With 
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Wich fiſt on ly | 
? 


- Coifs who can 


Or ſhew me — lib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag Y | ” 
In gibe can wag, 


With her mouth full of liquor. 


SONG CCCLIL. 
Sung by Mr. Quick, in the ſame. 


O ſet at odds 
Theſe bair-brain'd gods, 
The turn of a ſtraw or a pin does 3 
I make them fret, 
Take pet, 


Curvet, 


And ng heaven out o' the windows. 
He, the, foul, handſome, all, 


On wires 1 dance * em all, 
Jove of my puppets but is chief ; 
Sky, earth, and ocean, 
I put in commotion ; 


1 doat on a * bit 0? miſchief, 


. | * 8 Oo N G CCCLIV.. 5 
| Z | Sung &y Mr. Quick, is the Jant. 
il W HEN you're boſky, half-ſeas over, 
3 Doxies wind you at they * 3 


; Thro' their eyes you then diſcover, 
4 | That the moon's a a bee green · cheeſe. 
—_ O 2 


f | 
They have their wits, „ 
Mind their own hits; | 
Nick the fit | | 
To wheedie a bit, | 


Joey, my ſoul ! 
What does it ſa 1 
Fi ire the north pole! 4 5 
* your valet. —— | 
When Fee *. ke. 


SO NG CCCLY. 
_ Sung by the ſame, in in the ſame. | h 


INCE. "tis written in the velums of fate, 
That to ſurrender 
1 To the male gender, 
Females muſt lay their account ſoon or late ; A 
© She muſt ſubmit as a god to her mate. 
Bounce, bounce; Juno may flounce; 
; Storm and thunder; 
Shell knock under; 
Rave, rave; Jupiter, rave! 

Maſter you'll be——and your wife be a fave. 


80 N G ' CCCLVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in the ſame. 


UT now let me flaunt it, : | 
Rant, flirt it, and jaunt it, 
| Gallant 


Loet me with ſoft myrtle my brows bear i inwore f 5 | 


T7) 


Gallant i it, and dreſs it away ; 
At op'ra and ball, 
Play, Concert, and all, 

I warrant I carry the day, 


I'll make the folks flare 
By clubbing my hair ; 
Pl ogle, PII prattle, 
The dice-box Þll rattle, 
Loſe thouſands, and call it mere yas 3 
While men all admire me, 
All ladies deſire me, 
Sweet Paris, the pink of the court. 


SON G CCCLVI. 


* by the ſame, in the ſame. | 


]= heroes delight in the toils of the war, 


In maims, blood, and bruiſes and blows; 
Not a ſword, but a ſword-knot rejoices the fair; 
And what are rough ſoldiers to beaux? | 
Away then with laurels ! come beauty and love, | 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; 


And tenderly combat at * 3 


03 
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SONG CCCLVIIL. 


* Dibdin, Mrs. Wri hten 8 
* in the has £ : 


C. for n my y life; gueſs the . this fols 


"0 Harry, 
Cod pole and Roger, and ten a 
E. "Hare pulled as mach fn we're able 10 carry. 


| Manxcarzr. 


W Namſcull, that's nothing; 3 hee ladyſhip” 8 wine ; 
| by, over the village, runs juſt like a fountain; 5 


' And I heard the folks ſay, every diſh, when they dine, 


. | Jenny. | 
? ' Then for poultry, and ſach-like—good lord, what a 


ens cramming ; 
Then ſuch comforts and jellies! why one ſuch feaſt 

| more 
Would certainly breed, in the 23 a famine, 


non us. 


What the meaning can bez; 
We ſhall preſently fee, 
For youder's old Ruſſer, who — knows ; 


Bot 


Why there's pipers and ſidlers; while Robin and 


Will be * in claret, I mountain. is 


k 1 11 
But be what it will, 


Our wiſh ſhall be ill, 
Joy and health co the Ducheſs, wherever m—_— 


$SONG - CCCLIX. 


Hy moſt 1 appear bo Jeceirful 2 
I cannot, dear father, comply: 
Ab! could I think him ſo ungrateful,. 
With anguiſh I forely ſhould die. 


| What ſo tender, at parting, he told me, 


Which ſuch joy to my boſom convey' d; 


When next he was doom'd to behold me, 
- Could I think would be this way — 


s oN G CCCLX. 
84 Smith, in the ſame. 


dy 7 prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 


Againſt inclination, O, what can they do! | 


No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 


M heart, my fond heart, ſays * Heu is une. 


"The bee, thus as changing, 
From — to ſweet, ranging, 


A roſe ſhould he light on, ne'er wiſhes ta 1 3 
Wich raptures poſſeſſing, . 
In one every bleſſing, 


Tin torn n from her boſom he flies fa away. ; 
J 8 V N G 


1 
so NO CCCLYT. 


HE 


j That nothing ever can impair 
The empire ſhe poſſeſſes there. 


Who digs far ſtones of radient ray, 
Finds baſer matter in his way ; 

The worthleſs load he may contemn, 
2 K 


„ s ON cocLII. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in the ſame. 


nymph, who in my boſom reigns, 
With Re full force my heart enchains, 


Sung [1 Mrs. Wrighten, i, the Jane, 


\OME how my ſpindle I miſlaid, 

And loſt it underneath the . ; 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And faid, what feek you, pretty laſs ? 
A little love, but urg'd with care, | 
Oft leads a beart, and leads it far. 


"Twas paſſing 2 yon ſpreading dak, 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now; 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 

And from the tree he cut a wo - 
A little love, &c. &c. 5 | 


” Thus did the youth bis time glen, 

While me he tenderly beheld ; 
He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For ah! my heart did _ yield... 
| A little love, xc. &e. 


$ONG 


. The girl you convers'd with, the feaſt and the reſt, 


1 23, }- 
SONG CCCLXI : 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, is the ſame, 


1 * Ay theſe groves, this hated ſhade, 
Each ſound 1 hear, each _ I ſee, 


Remind me though perfidious maid 


Of vows fo often made by thee. 
Bluſh ! bluſh, Louiſa! and look there: 


Where's now thy truth? oh, tell me where? 


Thy conſtancy's. no more; 
And like a wretch, by tempett toſt, 


| * peace is gone, nay, hope is loſt, 


4 fink i in * of ore! 


8 0 NG ov. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, in the ſame. 
Bm! ceaſe this afſliction, your troubles are 


Of care and diſquiet, that ſigh was your laſt : 
" could you once harbour a doubt of my love ꝰ 


The moſic and dancing was all but a jeſt, 
A frolie 3 your affections to prove. 


Believe me, Louiſa, reluctant comply'd, | 
Her father commanded—iatreaty was vainz _ 
Or I ſwear by this hand, I wauld rather have 47d. 
Than have given my Henry a moment of pan, 


TW = 


s oN CCCLxv. 


and Mr. Parſons, in the ſame, 
Mr. Vsrnon. 


Y kind preſerver ! fain I'd ſpeak, 
. Fain wov'd I, what I feel, expieſs ; 
But language is too poor, too weak, 
To thank this goodneſs to exceſs ; 
Brothers, companions, age and youth, 
Oh, teil to all the world her fame 
And when they af for faith and truth, 
Repeat my dear Louiſa's name. 


Mrs, SurTE. 


And have I fav'd my Henry's life? 
Dear father, in my joy take part: 
I now indeed ſhall be a wife, | 
Wife, to the idol of my heart, 
Thus when the ſtorm, diſperſing, flies, 
Through which the ſailor's forced to ſteer ; 
No more he dreads inclement ſkies, | 
But with the tempeſt leaves his fear. 


Mr. BanniSTES. 


Why, why I pray you this delay? 
Children your hands in wedlock join, 
That I may paſs my hours away. 

In eaſe and peace through life's decline. 


This 


Sang ty Mr. Vernon, Mrs. Smith, Mr. Banniſter, | 


ey rw ou Ky 


ais 


& [ 285 J 


This joy's too great, my pride, my boat; 
Both, both in my affection ſhare, | 

May who delights the other moſt, 

Henceforward be your only care, 


Mr. Panzons. 


| I with your joy may hold you long 1 


ZBat yet I am not ſuch a ſot, 
As not to ſee you all are — 
Why is the king to be forgot? 

Vou had been wretched but tor bim 

| Then follow Skirmiſh, dance and fing ; 
| Raiſe ev'ry voice, ſtrain ev'ry limb, 
Huzza, and cry, long | live the Ling? 


so CCCLXVI. 
| | Sing by Mr Dodd, c Gil. 


ELL me not of the roſes and lillies, 
Which tinge the fair cheeks of your Phillis z 
Tell me not of . dimples and eyes, 
For which filly Corydon dies : 
Let all whining lovers go hang; 
My heart would you hit, 
Tip your arrow with wit, 


And it comes to my heart with a regen 
twangz 


| And itcomes to my heart with 4 twang. 


am rock to the handſome and pretty, 
Fan only be touch'd by the witty; 
nd beauty will ogle in vain, 


The way to my un wy beniat 


[ 286 J 
Let all whining lover's go hang. 
Wie wits, you muſt know, 
Have two ſtrings to our bow, 
To return em their darts with a twang=twang, | 


twang 
To rewen 'em den darts with a twang. 


0 oN CCCLIVIL 
in the ſame. 


py what is the matter with thee, my pode deard 
That you flutter to get from your neſt, 1 

Wich a tumult I never yet knew ? 

Is it love gives — ; 

= And thus throbs in m 

Gay, flutterer, what 4 «frog you 2. 


Alas ! ſays my heart, I thus flatter and figh, 
For I wiſh to eſcape from my neſt, 
With an ardour I never yet knew ! 4 
Oh! then, pray let me fly 
To the place I like beſt : 
"Twill be better for me, and for you. 


/ 


SON G ceclxvn. | 


My counſel take, 
Or elſe Pl make 
The houſe too hot 1 
Be rul'd, I pray, 
I'd ſomerhing for, y. 
Did! &er rout or ſcold you i ? 


1 
But 
4 


1 * } 


But ſpight to wreak, 

On one ſo meek, 
| Who never raves or flies out ; 

On me, who — 

Like any lamb ; 
Ob! L could tear your eyes out. 


SON G CCCLXVII. 


Sung by Mrs. Jewell, in the ſame. 


Wo youths for my love are contending i vain, 
For do all they can, 


Their ſufferings I rally, and laugh at their pain; 


W hich, which is the man 


That deſerves me the moſt ? let me aſk of my heart, 
Is it Robin, who ſmirks, and who dreſſes fo ſmart ? 
Or Tom, honeſt Tom, who makes plainncls * * * 


Which, which is the man? 


| Indeed to be prudent, and do what I ought, 


But | 


I do what I can; 
Yet ſurely papa and mama are in | fault; 
« Toa diffesent man 


They, each, have advis'd me to yield up my bean; 


Mama praiſes Robin, who dreſies ſo ſmart; 


Papa honeſt Tom, who makes plainneſs his plan; 


Which, which i is the man ? 


Be kind then, my heart, and but point out the y ooch, 


_ PII do what I can, 


His love to return, and return it with truth; 


Which, which is the man? 


Be kind to my wiſhes, and point out © my hk 


Is it Robin, who ſmirks, and who dreſſes fo ſmart * 


Or Tom, honeſt Tom, who makes plainneſs bis plan? 


_ Which, which 1s we man ? 


” 380 
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SONG CCCLXIX. 
L Sung by Mr. Baniſter in the ſame, 
ND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman, 
I Whcat Black-friars Bridge uſed A to ply; 
And he feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity, 
Winniag each heart, and delighting each eye: 
He look'd ſo neat, and rowed ſo ſteadily, 
| 'The maidens all flocked in his boat ſo readily, | 
And he eyed the young rogues with ſo charming an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fair. 


What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 
Twas ckan'd out fo nice, and ſo painted with all; 

He was always firſt oars when the fine city ladies, 

In a party to Ranelagh went or Vauxhall. 

| And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 
But twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering, 

For loving, or liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


| And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 


As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 


He was plyed by a damſel fo lovely and charming, 


That ſhe, ſmiled and ſo ſtraĩtway in love he did fall!; 
And wou'd this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 

& He'd wed her to- night before to-morrow : 

And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 

When he's married, and never in want of a fare? 


SONG ceclxx. 
I Sung by Mrs. Jewell, in the ſame. 


TOO yielding a carriege, | 
1 Has oft before marriage, N * | 


* . e * - * [PETR 2 
ö : - „ —_— 8 um — 
.'Y 2 ” . 
* 
. 1 


To ruin and miſery * the 
Yau're ſhunn'd; if 1 
But your lover once flying, 5 
5 How eager he'll follow and beg you to ſtay. 


ws A coquette ne'er proclaim me, 
3 | Ye maids, then, nor blame me, 
If I wiſh to be happy, whene'er Va a wife; 
Each lover's denial, 
” Was only a trial, 
Which is he that's moſt likely to low me for life. 


- 


$ON G CCCLXXL. 
| Cong by the fame, in the ſame. 


N vain, dear friends, each art you try. 
To neither lover's ſui; inclin'd ; 
On outward charms VIl ne'er rely, 
Bat prize the graces of the mind. 
The empty coxcomb, whom you choſe, 
Juſt like the flower of a day, 
| Ehovk by each wind that folly blows, 
Seems born to flutter and decay. 


Your choice an honeſt aſpect wears; 
To give him pain I of? have griev'd ; 
But it proceeded. from my fears ; 

} Than me, much wiſer are deceiv'd: 

| I thank z ou both, then, for your love, 

i - Wan for my obs a little while; 
1 And he who mott ſhall worthy prove, 
| e hand I'll offer with a ſmile. | 


I * 


= - 2. 2 
SO NG CCCLXXIL. 


(7 ſing round my favourite tree, 
3 Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove, 
Ias the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 


And the bark is a record of love. . 
Reclin'd on the turf by my fide; 
Hl tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; ; 
only with bluſhes replied, 
And the nightingale filPd up the pauſe. 


SONG CCCLXXI. 


! | 255 SHEPHERD. 

4 ITHER, ye ſwains, with dance and ſong, 
Join your bands in ſportive meaſures ; 

& Hither, ye ſwains, with dance and ſong, 

& Merrily, merrily, trip it along: 
Tris holiday, lads, from the cares of your tillage; 


Scenes of delight, - 
3 Round you invite, 
Harmony, beauty, love and pleaſure : 
Hither. ye ſwains, with dance and ſong. 
F | 
Hither, ye ſwains, & c. 5 
SHEPHERDESS, | 


* Every ſweet the ſpring diſcloſes; 
EF  Hither, ye nymphs, and ſcatter them round, 


Sung by Mrs. Baddeley jx the Maid of che Oaks. 


| Sung by Mr. Vernon and Mrs. Smith, in the an. 


© Life, health, and joy, to the Lord of the village. |} 


Hither, ye nymphs, and ſcatter around * ; 


With the bloom of the hour enamel the greens, {1 


wi. 


, E . 4 * * — 1 * e 
| . „ 
A 
us 


Phe feaſt of the day is devoted to 

{ Sorrow is treaſon, and pleaſure a Peary 

: N Love ſhall preſide, 

L Sovereign guide ! 

: peter his wings with links of roſes: 
=. Hither, ye nymphs, and ſcatter _— 
| —_— ſweet the ſpring diſcloſes. - 


Cnoa us. 4 
Hicher 7 ye nymphs, &c, | 4 
BO r u. 2 
; Laffes and lads, with dance and rag, 
Join your in ſportive meaſure ; 
FJ Laſſe — lads, with dance and long, 
3 Merrily, merrily trip it along: 

An hour of youth is worth ages © --/ 
| Tis * ſunſhine of life, take the gift of the ſea 
Hp Scenes of delight, 

Round you invite, 
F beauty, love and — 


SONG CCELXXIV. "M 
2 by Mrs. Wrighten, in the ſam; Þ 
NOME, rouſe from your trances! "2 
Tube fly morn advances, | We 
I Tocatch luggiſh mortals in bed; : 

Let the horn's jocund note . 

In the wind ſweetly float, 

4 While the fox from the brake lifts his head 2 
= Now creeping, -" a 
Now peeping, > ole: "if 
| The fox from the brake lifts his bead: = 
Each away to his ſteed 
Your n ſhall Nad, 


* he F, 85 
* 7 
©, 


N 


* n 0 
; * 
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| Cone follow, my worſhippers, follow ; 
; For the chace all prepare, 

; See the hounds ſnuff the air, 

F Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hollow ! 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
_ The honters fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 
I Now they dart down the lane, 
Aud the hills, woods, and vallies :eſoonds ; 
5 With daſhing, "y 
And ſplaſhing, 
The hills, woods, and vallies Wand: 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your Goddeſs ſhall lead. 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow ; 
3 O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
I you ſtop you're too late, ; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet holl u! 


| 80 N G CCCLXAXV. 1 
* 5 Mr. Vernon in the Character of Folly.iz the ſame. © 


AE room, my good neighbours, of every degree, | 
ö My name it is Fot Lv, who does not kuow me? 
G high ones, and low ones, of great and of ſmall, 
=P ve been the companion, and friend of you all: : 
= Wherever I come, I drive away care, 
$ And if there's a crowd, I'm ſure to be I 
I'm here, and there, 
And every where, | 1 
All know. me all know me 1 
Where'er ! come. ; 
Nobody's dumb; 
= __ Prating, prancing. A 
Y 1 Singing, dancing; x SY 
„ 1 o'er r with mirch and glee, From 


e? b 


ntry E 
I' = very rh by the cit and 3 
The-epurtier, the patriot, the turn- coat and all, 


1 1 do'not ſweeten—breed nothing but gall. 


re here, and there, &c. bc. 


| ho Ridin. fb unhappy wou'd be; 9 
{ No lady, ſo chaſte, but gallants it with me; "Þ 


The graveſt of faces, who phyſick the land, | 
For all their grimaces, ſhake me by the hand; © 
At the play-houſe, a friend to the author, | &«. IJ 
2 1 4. 


SONG CCCLXXVI. .Y 
' Sung by Mrs. Baddely, in the Rival Candilates, 3 


OFT Faxrcy thou truant to me, 
My ſammons oh, quickly obey! 


Neglected by Bron and the, © 
How heavily paſſes the day ! * 2 8 
Thy charms I've miſtaken for Love's, - BY 


80 artfully doſt thou beguile, 24 
Thy magic enlivens the R Ry 
When he has forgotten to ſmile! 1 


— 


sone ccrn. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, in the mr. 


H Us the midnight :empeſt raging. 
Strikes the ſailor with diſmay, 


Furious winds, and waves engaging, 


Rain every hogs of mY 1 


— 
ras 


Pe. through every current gliding: 
| 8 1 


SONG. CCCLXXVUL. — 
=. is 5 Mr. Vernon, iz the ſame: 

15 oft through this reſponſive grove 
4 he 


Has ſofteſt echo told my tale! 
n er ſhe caught my notes of love, 
a She gently bore them down the vale ! 


Tue ſcene renew'd, my wakeful dreaſt 
Now joyful beats to love's alar 

Ye power's who pity the diſtreſt, 
Tranſport me to Narciſſe's 2 


es 9 s O NG  CCCLXXIX. 


JV 5 
* by Mr. Banniſter, Mr. Fawcet, and Mr. Kear 
in the ſame. | 


TE's the pride of the borough, god bleſs him ſay I 

* — for his — and will till I die; 

In vain then you rave, 

| | Pll not be your ſlave, gp 2 
Te I'm a poor fellow of humble degree : | 

555 Which of you then will bear it? 

Win you ? 
— Mar. No I ſwear it! 

Or Loo? lass. No I ſwear it! 
| There is but one way then to ſep us all free: 
Well none of us bear it: | 

Will you ?—both—No, I ſwear i it: 
Nor Bos, I declare it: | 1 
This, this is the way then, for now we are free. q 


FI N1S: 
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3 
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